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LETTER 111 

To Dr. Carlyle, Scotsbrig. 

Auchtcrtool ManM, Sunday, 5 Augt., 1949; 

Thanks for your Letter, dear John, — come an hour ago, 
with one from Plattnauer, giring the news of Mr. C, which 
ho has not time, it seems, to write himself. I send ii at 
once, as your Mother will find any news better than none. 

Certainly the Letter-department here is arranged on 
an entirely wrong basis. The delay is monijtrous. I can- 
not write at any length to-day, for fear of stirring up my 
head into a promisaumsnef^sf The late hours here don't 
suit mc;-4n fact, there is agood deal in life here that don't 
suit me; and which is the more trying because it is wrong, 
and because one "feels it his duty" to be in revolt against 
it. Breakfast at ten— dinner nearer seven than six— 
"dandering individuals" constantly dropping in— dressing 
and undressing, world without end! All Ihai is so wholly 
out of place in a Scotch Manse. And the chitter-chattcrl 

If my Uncle could only speak intelligiblif I should get 
good talk out of Attn; but since he lost bis teeth his artic- 

VOL. U.-1 
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ulation is so imperfect that it needs one to be used to \i 
to catch one word out of ten. 
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it not forget to tell you his criUcism 
DO your Dante. We had been talking about you the other 
night, and tlicn wc had sunk silent, and I had betaken 
myself to walking to and fro in thn room. Suddenly my 
Uncle tumril his head to mc and said, shaking it gravely, 
"he has made ftii awesome pluister o' (Aa( place!" "Who? 
What place, Vncle?" "Whew! the place yc'II maybe 
gang to if ye dinna tak' care!" I really believe he 
ooonders all those Cirdes of your invention. 

You are going to let Rosetta slip through your fingers; 
her Brother is going to take her home to Germany in two 
monlJis. Or will you go and propose to her there, and 
take me witli you? 

Walter performed the marriage service owr a couple of 
coUiers the day after I came. I liappcned to be in the 
8tudy when they came in, and asked leave to remain. 
TTie man was a good-looking young man enough — dread- 
fully agitated, partly with iJje business he was come on, 
partly with drink. He had evidently taken a glass too 
much, to keep his heart up. The girl had one very large 
infiamcd eye and one little one, which looked perfectly 
composed: while the large eye stared wildly and had a tear 
In it. Walter married them very well indeed; and his 
affecting words, together with the bridegroom's pale, ex- 
cited face, and the bride's ■ugliTiess, and the "poverty, 
penury, needcessily and want" imprinted on the whole 
busiDeflB,~-&iHl, above all, fellow-feeling with the poor 
wretches there rushing on their fate,— all that so over- 
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came me that I fell a-crying as desperately as if I had been 
getting married to the collier myself. And when the cere- 
mony was over, I extended my han{l to the unfortunates 
and actually (in such an enthusiasm of pity did ! find my- 
self presented the new Husband with a 5nulT-box(!) 
which I happened to have in my hand, being just about 
presenting it to Walter when the creatures cunc in. This 
unexpected Himmelsendung finished turning the man's 
head; he wrung my hand over and over again, lea\'ing his 
mark for some hours after; and ended his grateful speeches 
with "Oh, A/m«.'— Oh, I«Wy.'— may ye hae mair comfort 
and pleesure in j-our life than ever you have had ytt!" 
which might easily bo! Walter, infected by my generosity, 
presented the Bride with a new Bible. The coal-pit would 
ring next day with the "gootJock" which had "followed 
them to (he Orient."* 

But there, you sec, is a long Letter; and my head is 
aching, and thai is stupid. I must go and sit in the Gar- 
den. All the House is at Church. 

Your afTectionate 

J. W. C. 

*A foolid), fluffir Dftnc, one Brandf^t, — rrora whom I hnd c«ma 
IcaSDBfl, — was narratJnic something to hrr, al^out »om(^body'Il lii»- 
tory, now "he vrcnl lo Inilia, Ma ttni, and gund luok followed hira 
lo ih* EmI," but BTOothur*^ It into " Oootlock foUowod him lo lbs 
Orienll" which «ru not for^tua for a long time herut— T. C 
To tbU phnuic Mr. Proude Kivca bd cxpUnntion of bit owb, wholly 
orlyiiukl and " nitnificanl of much." Ur«. Cnrlyle, writing from 
HMldingloo to li«r Uuaband, •aym, "It MiMtiii * month siiie« w* 
MTted kt Dundee . . . ffooUMA did oot follow mc iuio th« Ori«iit 
by any mearia. A boadach« (allowed roe, mad fturk by mc till the 
Mooday that I kft Kirkcaldy." {LtUm and Memonai», ii. 7« ) 
Whereupon Mr. Ftoudc notes, " HaddinFcton ■■ fjutl. Mn. Carlyls 
liad rrtufncd thither lo Hlaj- with the nonAldtooa." Mm. Carlylc, 
of oourae, la apeaklni: ot her jouriiFV from Dundee to Kirkcafdy, 
whleli la a. a. weat rather than eatl, and flnddington had nothing 
to do with it- At mervly repeata a bit of coterie apoecb, and ia not 
•olcmnly f ivloc Cartytu a teaaou in the geography fif Scotlaudi 
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LETTER 112 

To Dr. Cadyle, Scotihrig. 

Cbelteft, SaturcUy, 'End of Oct., 1S49.' 
Cool! upon my honoiirl I write you a long, clmnnmg i 
Letter, t«ll you evcrytliing I know aod some things more, — 
and far from making me a "suitable return," you make me 
no return at all! ... I have taken a spree of Novel 
reading, too,— read Shirley last week, by the Authoress of 
Jane Eyre* and one of TroUope'g,— having been taken 
one day to Mrs. Procter's to eee TroIIope in her own house, 
and introduced to her as "a friend from the Country" 
itfial at my ovm desire, for fe-ar that she would return the 
call) ; and having found her a shrewd, honest woman to 
hear talk. But her Book is rubbishy in the extreme; and 
Skirky isn't much bettor. That spell of Novel reading, 
and a dinner at Knight the Publisher's, to patch up a feud 
with ITarriet Martineau, is all in the shape of amusement 
tliat I have taken since my return,— and not much more 
amusing than darning stockings. . . . 

Darwin is come back, but I have not seen him yet. 
Miss Wynn is come hack also, and her I have Been, once, 
m a clatter of Parrots and Uttle cata and dogs, with which 
rfie solaces her loneliness, at the top of the house. Bolte 
is still in Germany imbibing "tlie new ideas," Anthony 
Sterling has got ITarriet Martineau going to visit him for 
a couple of days next week— or rather going to visit hia 
lackadaisical Governess. ... He has found a new 
outrake for his superfluous activity in a small Print- 

* Charlotte Bronte. 
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has set up at Hmdlcy. With the power of 
Dot onfyvriting versee but printing them, one may live a 
little longer. 

Please to write, tho' it be but with "somebody waiting 
to take the Letter to the Post-office." Wc want to hear of 
your Mother very often till slie be quite recovered. And 
really, considering that I ain your paiient,— to urge no 
other ckims,— you ought to keep an eye upon me, to bo 
sure I don't poison myself with the prodigious assortment 
of piUa I am continually swallowing. I write to-day at 
Mr. C's suggestion, who has only time to "add a post- 
script," the Painter Carrick having got hold of him again. 
— Iiove to tlicm all. 
^B Yours ever affectionately, 

^^^ 'J. W. C 

I mor 
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To John Forster, Lincoln's Inn Fields' 

Ch«beA, 7 November, 1S49. 

Yes, dear Mr. Forster, on Wednesday, that is, to- 
morrow week, the "Great Fact" shall, Deo volente, got 
itflcU accomplished. 

Meanwhile do not trouble to send me Shirley: I have 
just Gniahcd that not-masterly production. Now that 
this .\uthoress has left ofif "Corsirig and schwearing" (as 
my German master used to call it), one finds her neither 
very lively nor very original. Still I should like very 
much to know her name. Can you give it Ric7 as, if she 
have not kept company with me in tJiis life, wo must have 
been much together in some previous state of existence. 
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I perceive in her Book so many things I have said myeelf, 
printpd without alteratiou of a word. 

What a bore that we cannot get done with the Man- 
nings.* I b^n to fear you will not have the pleasure of 
seeing her turned off, after all. 

Ever inexpressibly your^ 

Jane W. Carlixb. 



LETTER 114 

To Dr. Carlyle, Scotsbrig'. 

, ClidMa, '10 December, 1819.t 

My dear John— I ought to tell you that I am about 
again; that is to say, when it does not rain; and tliat 
again is to say, at rare intervals. The weather is, in fact, 
detestable; but it will mend in time,— which can't be said 
of all t)ic detestable things one knows. 

The cliief news I have to tell you is that I have got a 
little doglf and can hardly believe my senses 1 I should 
never have mustered courage to risk such a great step, 
had not Dilberoglue, the Greek I know in Manchester, 
having heard me talking alxiut my wish for a dog, which 
was merely a "don't you wish you may get it?" actually 
on his return to Manchester, set aix)ut seeking one, and 
fired it off at me by Railway. ;Vnd so well has he sought 
and found, that here is a little dog perfectly beautiful and 
queer-looking, which does not hark at all! nor whine 
more than if it were deaf and dumb!l It sleeps at the 
foot of my bed without ever stirring or audibly breathing 

* Hunl«rrM Maamng. — T. C 
t Uog, '■ Noro.". 
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all uight long; and never dreams of getting up till I get up 
myseLf. It follows me like my shadow, and lies in my l&p; 
and at meals, wbcu animals arc apt to be so troublesome, 
it makes do sort of demonstration beyond standing on ita 
hind legs! Not only has Mr. C. no temptaUon to "kick 
his foot thro' it," but seems getting quite fond of it and 
looks flattered when it musters the hardihood to leap on 
his knee. So, there is one small comfort achieved; for it 
is realty a comfort to have something aUvc and cheery and 
fond of me, always there. 

My fear now is not that Mr. C. will put it away, but 
that I shall become the cavy of surroimdiug dog-stealersl 
Anthony Sterling says, " it is much too valuable a dog not 
to get itself stolen fast enough." Well! I can but get a 
chain to fastcD it to my arm, and keep a zsliarp look 
out. 

My cold is away again; but, oh, dear! my "interior" 
is always very miserable; and nothing that I do or for- 
bear seems to make the least difference. The worst is the 
dreadful pressure on my faculties. There are kinds of 
illnesses that one can work tmder, but this sort of thing 
that I go on with makes everything next to impossible for 
me. 

Mr, Ncuberg is always lamenting your absence. He 
comes occaaonally and plays chess with me, and I gen- 
erally beat him. What is it that makes that man so 
heavy? He is clever and well-infonned, and well-bred, 
ud kind, and has even some humour; and yet, when ho 
goes away every time I yawn and yawn and feel 30 dished ? 

No thoughts of coming back yet? I miss you very 
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bad. Mr. C. bids me tell you U> cut out hie "Trees of 
Liberty"* from the Nation and scad it back. 

Ever jfoura lovingly, 

Jane W. Cabi^tlb. 

Kindest regards to your Mother and Isabella and 
Jamie. — I don't think you will get so well on with your 
Translation there as here. 



LETTER 115 

To Dr. Carlyle, Scotsbrig. 

OhebM, 'DecemtMr, 1849.' 
My dear John— I feel as if it behoved me to write 
to you this morning to congratulate you on a narrow 
escape. I dreamt over night that you were on the point 
of being imrried— to a Miss Crawford from about DarUng- 
tool No dream could be more particular; I was not 
"entangled in the details" the least in the worid. We 
felt much hurt here, that you had kept the thing from 
our knowledge till the eleventh hour, tho' you gave for 
reason that you were "afraid of its going back," and then 
our laughing at you. It had been settled for montha 
however; and now it came out that your long stay at 
Scotsbrig had been for the object of laying in a great stock 
of WcdtUng-clothcs! shirts sewed by your Sister Jenny, 
and coats and trousers world without end, by Tom Garth- 
wait. The whole thing seemed to me questionable, and 

*An Arlielo by Carlyle advot&ting thei plftotlnit of Trees in 
IrcUod. It was p'ubliahcd by Sir C. G. Ihiffy in thn Motion, No- 
vember, I&40; And acAin iu liis excellout liltle Book," Con vena- 
tiow witb CkrlyK-," lSa2. 
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I was glad to awake. Con»dering that t did not fall 
asleep till four lit llic iiioraing au(] then (after a dose of 
morpbk) only slept by snatches, t«D minutes or so at a 
time, I might, I tbiok, have been spared the bother of 
your marrijige! 

Geraldine's Tale is now going on in the Manchester 
Examiner. I sent the first three parts to Auchtcrtool 
three daj-s ago, desiring them to forward it to you. And 
do you, when done with it, send it back to myself, as 
I -WisXi to lend it to Miss Wynn, etc.— It ts good, so far^ 
DO "George Sondlsm" in it at all. Indeed Geraldine Is 
in the fair way to become one of the most moral "Women 
of England." Seriously, she has made an immeoiw 
progress iu common-ecnao and comiiioii decency wttbin 
the last year; and I begin to feel almost (as Mozzioi 
would say) "enthusiast of her!" Her last Letter contains 
some details I had luked for respecting Espinasse, who 
had told mc in three lines that he was about to retire 
into very private life, till some sort of amalgamation 
were effected betwixt the French and the Scotch blood 
in liim, wtiich "iuHisted in flowing in entirety opposite 
currents." I will send that part of the Letter — a 
wonderful style of proceeding in Uie nineteenth 
century! . . . 

I had a Letter the other day addressed, "Mrs. T. 
Carlyle, Esq.," from one of Helen Mitchell's OubUn 
Brotlters,— the poor one. He wrote to ask the fad of 
her leaving here. Since she left DubUn, she had written 
to none of them till now; and now he said she wrote in 
"great distress of body and mind."— She was living at 
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Bow; hiifl not been in scrviw npiaroutly siucc bIip left 
tbc place I got her. What she is doing the Devil I suppose 
knows. If there were tlie least chauce of ea^nng her, 
I would seek her out; but there js none. Even the Letter 
to her Brother, under the present circumstanced, has 
been one mass of lies. 

Elizabeth doca not go. It would have been the ex- 
trane of folly to keep her to her vow, wlien she evidently 
^riahed to remain; and I knew of no better person. So, 
one day, I aaked her if she wished to leave at the end of 
her month, or the end of her quarter? And she answered 
most insinvaixngly tliat she did not wish to leave at all, 
if I were satiafied with her. So I gave her a good lecture 
on her caprices and sullen temper; anci all has gone on 
since better than ever. Not a frown haa darkened her 
brow these three weeks. 

As for Nero, his temper is at all times that of an angel. 
But yesterday, heavens! I made my first exjjericnce 
of the strange, suddenly-struck-solitary, altogether-ruined 
feeling of having lost one's dog! and aUo of the pliren^cd 
feeling of recognising him, from a distance, in the arms 
of a dog-stealer! But mercifully it was near home that 
he was twitched up. I missed him just opposite the 
Cooper's, and the lads, who are all in ray pay for odd jobs, 
rushed out to look for him, and stopt the man who had 
him till 1 came up and put my thumb firmly under his 
collar,— not the man's but the dog's. He said he bad 
found the dog who was losing liimsclf, and was bringing 
him after me!! and I wotild surely "give him a trifie for 
hia iTouMe!" And I was cowardly enough to give him 
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<pence to rid N«ro and myself of his dangerous prox- 
imity. 

I coatinue free of cold, and able to go out of doors; 
but that I may be reintnded "I am but a voman," I 
have ne^'er a day free from the sickness, dot a ni{;ht of 
real sl«cp. This way of it however ia much kas trouble- 
BOmo to other people, thnn colds confining me to my room. 
^m Yours ever affectionately, 

^^^^ Jane W. Carltlb. 

I W) 

I 18 
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To T. Carlyle, Chelsea: 

Addiscombe, Sundar, 7 April, 1850. 

All well, Dear (superficially speaking). Lady A. 
was out when we arrived, bad been out the whole day; 
18 "quite well" again, looking beautiful and in tearing 
spirits. Lord .\. was here, — nobody else yesterday. 
He was put ou reading Mill't) Arvutnd Oarrd aloud after 
tea, and it sent us all off to bed in the midst. 

This morning the first thing I heard when I rose was 
Miss Karrar "rising into the n^on of song" outside; and 
looking out thro' the window I saw her, without her 
bomiot, in active 6ir1ation with Bingham Mildmay, who 
had just come. 

They are all gotie out (Lady A. od her pony) to the 
Archbiahop's grounds. I went a little way with them, 
but dropt off at tJie 6rst bench on the hill. I am not 
worse for coming,— rather better indeed. I daresay the 
ride yesterday and the, what Ueleu used to call, "gnmd 
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change" van just the best a Doctor could have prescribed 
few me. — ^Thero is a talk of going to Mortlake one day 
to visit the Taylors— " Barkis is wUling." 

But if you come to-morrow, as I expect, vih&t am 
I writing for? I wish you n-crc ut the Archbishop's now 
instead of wrestling with that Pamphlet; and yet, it ta 
not in samitering about gromids that good work gets 
done by any one, I fancy. It is a lovely day bowflTCr, 
and I grudge your not having the full benefit of it as well 
as I. 

A kiss to my dear wee dog, and what he will perhaps 
like still better, a lump of sugar ! 

Yours faithfully, 

Janb W. Carltlb. 

LETTER 117 

To Mrs. Russell, Thomhill 

Chclaea, Wcdneadu}', 'Spring, I8S0.' 
Dearcit Mrs. Russell— I am sure old Mary's money 
must be done nowt When you told me what remaltied 
of it> I calculated how long it would hold out, and then — 
forgot all about it! as I do about everything connected 
with arithmetical computaliona. You will hardly believe 
it of me, but it is a positi%'e tnith, between ourselves, 
that I nCTCr could say the Multiplication Table in my 
life,— at least never for a whole day together.* I leamt 
it every morning for a while, and forgot it every night. 

* Htn Jewebuiy nys that Mn. Cnrlyle was dux in Algebra at 
lb» HaddiAgton School; and Mr. Fioudi-, going oae belter tbiui hia 
Egetia, iitat«a that ahc wiui dux in Mulhcuiatioal 
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Nay, I cannot for the life of me recollect the numbers 
of my friends' liousesi I find them only by the eye. 
One day I went to dine at a house which my eye bad 
Dot got familiar with; and found, when I had arrived m 
the quarter, that I had not only forgotten the number of 
the house but the name of the strccti I spent a witole 
hour in seeking it. and only found it out at lairt thro' 
interposition of providence in the ehapc of a Scotch footman 
who liad made himself acquainted with the names of 
his neighbours, — a good Scotch fashion entirely abstained 
from here. You may fancy the vinegar looks of tbe 
Lady of Ihc House and IJie visitors whom I had kept 
from their dinner one mortal hourl I made a most im- 
succcssful visit of it, and of course these people never 
asked me again. 

We have the strangest weather here that ever was 
seen; and even I, who suffer so severely from frost, b<^ 
to feel sick of this unnatural mildness. For the last two 
or three weeks I have felt as languid aa "a serpent trying 
to stand on its tail" {to use the figure of an Irish friend* 
in speaking of his sufferings from the beat of Munich). 
If I were within reach of Dr. Russell I would give my 
\'olition entirely up to him, to be done what he Uked to 
/or *iF iMwJt^,— the longest trial I ever bring myself to 
make of a Doctor's prescriptions. But I have no faith 
ID the medical people here: not one of them seems lioneti 
to begin with. To get patients and to humour them 
when got, seems much more the object of these people 
than to cure their ailments. In fact what can they know 
•GeCTge Darley.— T. C. 
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about ooe's ailments, allowing only some tliree minvUg 
to the moet complicated cases! And m I leave my case 
to Nfttxire; and Nature soema to want either the will or 
the power to remedy it. 

This is a bright day however,— not sloppy as so many 
preceding ones,— and I must go out for a long walk, 
and get rid, if not of my biliousness, at leaat of my blue 
devils. And so God bless you. Kind regards to your 
Father and Husband. 

Ever yours affectionately, 

Jane Carltlb. ' 

LETTER 118 

To John Forsler, Lincoln's Inn Fields. 

Chdwft, 19 April, I860. 

My dear Forster— . . . "With my soul on the 
pen," as 3Iaxziui says, I declare that if we ever look to 
not care for you, it is a pure deccptio rnits. My Husband 
may be little— too MiUe—demormtrative in a general way; 
but at all ratca he is very steadfast in his friendi^hips; 
and as for me, I am a little model of constancy and all 
tJie virtues! including the rare gift of knowing the value 
of my WcBBings before I have lost tfiem: ergo, if you be 
still driving out for exercise, please remember your promise 
to come again. I am sure I must ha%'e accumulated 
an immense number of amusing things during the Winter, 
that it would do your heart good to hear.* 

Meanwhile ail good be with you; and pray do not 

*Carl>-)e lUkya, ia the litminixctnert, that wben tbe LaUer-Day 
PampUr-U bf .in to nppnnr, " Forstcr noon (ell awav, I could per- 
edve, bto terror and Hurprite; — as indeed everybody did.'! 
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fail to obwrvc how much my handwriting is improved 
in point of legibility. I have not been to a wriling<«choo1, 
nor yet gone Uiro' a regular course of Copy-lines at home. 
The improvement has been worked in a manner much 
more suitable to my impatient temper: by the short and 
nmpte means of investing one sovereign of my private 
capital in a gold pen with a platinum point. Upon my 
honour the tUng writes of itself! and spells too, better 
or worae. And then tlic maker assures me that it will 
"last fortvcr." Just think what a comfort: I shall 
henceforth write legibly Jorever ! You arc the first individ- 
ual privileged with a sight of its results. I have in fact 
hansdled it in writing Lo you,— we sliall see with what 
luck. 

Ever affectionately yours, 

Jane W. Cabltlb. 

LETTER 119 

To Dr. Carlyk, Scotsbrig. 

Chdwa, '13 May. 1850.' 
Hy dear John— It was full time you sliould write! I 
bad juBt settled it in my own mind that you were falling 
ill, and could not write; and tmd romantic little Ideas 
about setting off to help to nurse you! It is "alt right," 
however, and the rightest part of it is that you arc coming 
back. I assure you your absence made a great blank in 
my existence, such as it is, and I have never even tried to 
fit] it up, — expecting from month to month that you would 
return to occupy my vacant "first floor" (morally under- 
stood). It is amazing bow much good one toDcics one 
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might get of an absent friend compared with the good one 
taJcea of him when he is there! !;o many things one saj-s to 
him menially at a distance which face to face one would 
never utter a word of! 

I hope you will find Nero all you could wLih in a dog 
connected with the Family. I shall take care that he be 
well-washed to receive you, and not over-full, when he is 
apt to be, I will not say le-ss affectionate, but less deraon- 
Btrative than one likes — in a dog. Mr. C. said he wrote 
that the up-slaira room was, or would be, in great beauty. 
I have indeed been doing a httle Martlia-lidying there, — 
the results of which promise to be "rather cxqujatc." 
God <Iefend me from ever coming to a fortune (a prayer 
more likely to be answered than most of my prayers!); for 
then the only occupation that affords me the slightest 
seU-satisfaction would be gone! and there would remain 
for me only (as Mr. C. said of the Swiss Giantess who 
drowned herself) "to summon up all the virtue left in mc, 
to rid the world of such a beggariy existence." 

Speaking of suicide, a woman came to me Uie other 
morning from Helen— a decent enough looking person, 
respectably dressed, and the only puppicious-Inoking 
feature in whose appearance was the character she gave 
herself for sobriety, charity, piety and all the virtues. 
Her business was to ask me to give the said Helen a char- 
acter that &lie might seek another place, otherwise she 
(Helen) "spoke of attempting her life." "She has been 
long speaking of that," I said, "Yes, and you are aware, 
Ma'am, of her having walked into the Thames after she left 
the tast place you found her? Oh, yes, she got three 
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montha of HorEemongcr Lane jail for th« attcnipt; ami if 
a waterman had not been looking on and taken tho ;irs/ 
oppOTluniiy of saving her, she woultl have probably bwn 
drowned." I said it was well if idic bad not been in jail 
for anything worse. Ever since coming out ehc has lodged 
with this woman, — ^hpr Brothers in Dublin sending her 
money,— "but very little,"— from time to time. But 
they seem tiring of that, and so Helen thinks ghe will try 
Bcrvice again. I recommended that she should, as a more 
fcaablc speculation, go into the Chel!>eA Workhouse, where 
they would take care to keep driuk from her, and force her 
to work. As for recommending licr to a decent service, I 
scouted the notion. And the woman herself said she 
"eeemed to have no faculties left," and was always want- 
ing "sixpenoc-worth of opium to put an end to herself." 
The object of the woman coming was more likely to get 
BOmc money out of me. . . . But the sun is shining 
brightly outsde, and inside my stomach is very dismal; so 
I must go out and walk. You will write when you have 
fixed your time. Love to all. 

Your affectionate 

Jan-k Cabltlb. 



LETTER 120 

To T. Carlyle, Boverton, Cou^mdge'. 

ChelMw, 20 August, 1S50. 
Only a lUtle Note to-day, Dear, 

"That you may know I am in being, 
'Tis intended for a sign."* 

• A qiwlftticiD from "Cnir Jcu'a'! (Un. Aitken'a) CbUd-Po«m. 
Vou 11^ 
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/nnd a sign, too, that I am Rratcful for your long Lettcni,— 

my only comfort thro' this blat-k biiainess,* which has indeed 

" flurried mo all to pieces." To-<Iay's did not come by the 

morning post; not till twelve, when I had fallen so low for 

...jfant of it that I might have had no news for a week! It 

I ifi sad aud wrong to be so dependent for the life of my life 

I on any human being ait I am on you; but I cannot by any 

I force of lofpc cure myself of the habit at this date, when it 

Itae become a second nature. If I have to lead another 

life in any of the planets, I shall take precious good care 

not to hang myself roimd any man's neck, either as 8 

lockot or a miUstonel 

... I am now going to lie on the sofa and have 
Geraldine read a No\-cl to me all the rest of this day, — 
writing makes mc "too Buttery for anything." I had a 
DU^ving that the comer of the Leader got ruffled Sunday 
gone a week, in pushing it into that narrow slit in Church 
Street [Letter-box]. I tied the last with a string. 

Give my kind regards to poor dear Redwood, whose 
feelings I can well understand. 

Ever your affectionate 

Jane Carltle. 

LETTER 121 

To T. Carlylc, Scoiabrig. 

Cbclscn, Friday night, '6 Bi^p., 1880.' 
Here is a Letter from Lady Ashburton, the first I have 
hod during your absence; neither had I written to her (tillj 
I answered this to-day by return of post), partly because | 
* Hou(ccl««[iinK, 
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she had said at our last mcf^tinj; that fke would write to me 
first, and partly became in the puddle I have been in I 
felt little up to addressing Serene Iligher Powers, before 
whom one is boiuid to present oneself in "Sunday clothes," 
whereas I tmve becD all this while like a little sweep on a 
Saturday night! But the I>etter you forwarded to me 
had prepared mc for an invitation to the Grange about the 
cud of this montJ), and I wa^i hoping that before it came, 
you might have told me something of your purposes,— 
whether you meant to go there after Scotland; whether 
you meant to go to thcni in Paris;— that you might liave 
given rae, in short, some skeleton of a program by which I 
might frame my answer. In my uncertainty as to all that, 
I ha^*e written a stupid neither Yes-nor-no sort of a Letter, 
"leaving the thing open" (as your phrase is). But I said 
decidedly enough (hat I could not be ready to go so soon as 
the 23rd. 

ViTuit chicQy bothers nic is the understanding that I 
"promised" to go alone. Tlie last day I saw Lady A. she 
told me that she could not get you to say whether you 
were coming to them in September or not; that you 
"talked so darkly and mj-stcriously on the subject, that 
she did not know what to make of it''; that you referred 
her, as usual, to me; and then she said, "I want you both 
to come, Mrs, Carlyle: will you come?" I said, "Oh, if he 
goes I should be very glad." " But if he never comes back, 
aa ho seems to meditate, couldn't you come by yourself?" 
I answered to that, laughing as well aa I could, "Oh, he 
will be back by then, and I daresay we shall go together; 
and should he leave me too long, I must learn to go about 
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on my own basis." I don't think that was a promise to go 
to the Grange alone on "the 2.3rd of this month." Do 
you think it was? Most likely you will decline giving an 
opinion.* Well in this, as in every uncertainty, one has 
alwa>-8 one's "do the duty nearest hand," etc., to fall back 
upon; and my duty nearest hand is plainly to got done 
with "my house-cleaning" before all else. Onoc more 
"all straight" here, I shall sec what time remains before 
the journey to Paris; and which looks easiest to do, 
whether to go for a week at the cost of some unsettling, or 
to stay away at the risk of seeming ungrateful for such 
kindness. 

To descend like a parachute; who think you waited on 
me the night before last? Elizabeth! . . . 

I shall send Alton Locke so soon as I have waded to the 
end of it. There is also come for you thro' Chapman, atl- 
dreesed in the han<lwriting of Emerson, a Pamphlet en- 
Utlcd "Perforations in the Lattcr-Day Pamphlets," by 
"One of the Eighteen Millions of Bores," edited by Elizur 
Wright.— No. I. Shall I send it? I vote for putting it 
quietly in the fire kere; — it is ill-natured, of course, and 
dully so. But I must go and tidy myself a bit, to receive 

*0u the Dill Carlylcrcpliod (avoidlog bis Wift-'a rathN ticklish 
question u to whrther hi-T i^onvtrsation wiih Lady Hnrriel con- 
Miluti-d a pTotniw; lo ten. or nnt), " Nor can I ndvise you nay way 
eerlainty «ji to accpptiat; tlie Grange invitntion.^i-xrept in eo far 
U this coniiid«fntion will (to, that you should follow vour own 
authentic with in rv|i;ard to it. As to uie, I do not thinK thru* Ea 
any sura chaixr ol rny bring nt Chelsea hcforc the ' 33d ' (I am 
much l>cll«r hurt so loiiu as it will do oUierwist) ; sad if I were, 
roy 'wL*h<!«' would not point to tmvetling thither. . . 80 do 

thy own way, Goody, — whnt more can I comuscI? Jf the visit \a 
noC dttagrecablc, perhaps a ten days or week of it might stir you 
up and ao you Rood. Consider It. thy own self; and do what senna 
b«M." Mrs. Carlyle, foUawioK her own authentic wish, went to 
the Grange, nnd stnid a month. 
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the farewell visit of Fanny Lewald, who has nTitten with 
much tnul that she would " take some dinner with me to- 
day at two o'clock." I have not seen her since her return 
to LoodoQ. Kind regards at discretion. 

Ever yours affectionately, 

Janb. 

LETTER 123 

To T. Carlyk, Scotsbrig} 

C)i«Iseft. Stiaiity night, 8 Sep., 1S50. 
rhat loe, Dear! it may be a triflicg enough matter in 
itself; but anything that prevents you from walking must 
be felt by you as a serious nuiaance. I don't behove the 
least in the world that it has been "pricked"; if it had, 
you would have felt the prick at the time. I think it must 
be a little case of rheumatism in one particiUar nnew, and 
I would have you keep it warm with cotton, and rub it a 
great deal, and all up the foot, with a bit of hot Banoel 
and some laudanum on it. That is my advice; and recol- 
lect that at Craigcnputtock I was considered a skilful 
Doctor, — to the extent even of being summoned out of 
bed in the middle of the night to prescribe for John Carr, 
when "scratching as if he were at the point o' daith!" And 
^dn't I cure him on the spot, not with "eye-water" 
labelled "poison," but with a touch of paregoric? Mean- 
while it is pleasant to know you have a gig to mo\'C about 
in, and that if anything go wrong with i^ Jamie will "pey 
bhuwi'Sveshlllin'"! 

To-morrow I sliall lay out two d.tpcuces in forwarding 
Alton Locke (The DevU among the Tailors would have been 
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the best name for it). It will surely be gratifying to you, 
the &ighl of your own name in almost every second page! 
But for thai, I am ashamed to say I sliouJd have brokeo 
dowu iu it a groat way this wdc of the end! It seems 
to me, in spite of Geraldine's hallelujahs, a mere — not very 
woll-boiled — broth of Moming-ckronicle-\sai, in which 
jwu play the part of the lasting^m 0/ Poverty Row. An 
oppressive, painful Bock! I don't mean painful from the 
miseries it delineates, but from the impression it gives one 
that "young Kingsley," and many like him, are "ruimiiig 
to the Crystal" as hard as they can; and that "the end of 
all that agitation will be the tailors and needle-women 
eating up all Maurice's means" (figuratively speaking). 
And then, all the indignation against existing things 
strikes somehow so numbly I like your Father whip^ung 
the bad children under the bedclothes!* But the old 
Scotchman [Saunders Mackaye] is capital,— only that 
there newr was nor ever will be such an old Scotchman, I 
wonder what will come of Kingsley— go mad, perhaps. 

To-day, Sunday, has been without incident of any sort; 
not a single knock or ring. Emmaf wan at Church in the 
morning, I reading the Leader and writing Letters— to my 
Aunt Elizabeth, Geraldine, Plattnauer; — and for the rest, 
Qurnng a sort of Influenza I have taken. You ask about 

•Carlyln'g Futhcr, beinn occasionally requcrtcd by Ills Wffe, 
to quell their children indulging too noisily in piUow-Bght«, etc., 
atttr Ktiring to bed. would miikconlv»prot«nccof whippinjcthem, 
briaglBg down his heavy hand with noise siiil din enouub, but 
ftlwftjn tkkinK cure tbst ihcm wiu a sufficiency of bed-clotbM be- 
tWBMi it »nd liic objectti of bin nppurcnt wrutb. This mUiGed Um 
Motber; and the childmn, out oi uratitiidc (or their Fntbor's klnd- 
boartadiiMi, remaioed ^uiet, — for a white. Carlyle often referred 
to thia Vindly Iroit in hi* Futhi^r'n ehnrot-ter, 

t Th« atw Mfvaot,— Ebittbeth having left. 
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my sleep. It is not good,— very broken and unrefreshlog; 
but I get over the nights with te&s lying awake than m the 
time of the EUzabelhan rows. My health does not im- 
prove with the quiet, one wou](] say wholesome, life I am 
leading; but it m beyond the power of outward circum- 
stanccs, I fancy, to improve it at this date. Aod it is a 
great mercy that I keep on foot. I might earaJy have less 
inward tJufTcririg and lie /ar more heavy on myself and 
^^ those who have to do with me. 
^f . . . But, "Oh, dear me!" (one may say !Aaf, now 

m that you have got such a trick* of it yourself) I ought to 

I be in bed, with plenty of flannel about my head! So 

I good-night! 

L Ever your affectionate 



LETTER 123 

To TTCarlyle, Chelsea. 

The GriuiKe, TucMlay, '8 Oct., 1880.! 
What a clever Dear! to know merino from the other 
tiling, and to choose the right gown in spite of Emma. 




*RercrrinK to Carlyle'a frequent use of such expletivei u 
"ajfdt mi. fA«u," «te.. botli in iip<>nkiii([ nnd writing. Hia hobitual 
Uie of tbutK pbruM bu lull ta&uy to beliove th&t M must uoee*- 
nrily hnvc b<«n, «v<!ry tim<! be vrnpioyocl them, in the dcplhi of 
deapiuT and utler mlaeryl My own obBervation, during lh« three 
years I lived biwide him, laught me that theae ejaeulAlionB were 
not mtUJog orie« <t« prnlundi', but merely lb« r«patitton of worda 
ftnd phraaM wbieb hiul Htruck his faooy. The moat trifling cause 
Inufinablf would call thi-m forth. So far na MPcaking waa GOn- 
oenwd, they ■'ere generally tic coin panl«d by a liuiuouroua amitc 
•KprfMivfl of anything but oorraiir or d»pair. It vaa an iinfor- 
lunatc " trick," for it has led aome, who ou^hl to have koowa 
belti^r, to apeak of Carlyle na " moody, nRcmiiH'd and mclnnrholy." 
It will be a surprise to many to find that Mrs. Carlyk- al«o ssya of 
her Huabaod, *' He bna so much more hovi in him aI>oiit rvcry- 
thlag than I have!" And then ahc iid<l«, not without reason, 
"Who would believe that to hear how he lalki?" (Sec Utter 232) 
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DoD't trust to fuiding your horee-rug here. I left it ia 
my bedroom, where it must Gtill be, lying oq the trunk 
behind the door most Ukely. . . . 

I have a vague notion that I am not somehow to get 
to the railway station to meet you. . . . The Taylors 
are to be dispatched to-morrow, as well as you sent for, 
and I fancy my going is inconvenient to the servants, 
who would rather wait at the station than return. Henry 
Taylor and Thackeray have fraternized finally, not "like 
the carriage horses and the railway stcam-enpne," aa 
might have been supposed, but like men and brothersl 
I lie by, and observe them with a certain interest; it ia 
as good as a Play. . . . Rawlinson is here,— a hum- 
bug to my mind. I don't believe the half of what he 
says, and have doubts of the other half.— Adieu till to- 
morrow. 

Ever your J. 0. 

LETTER 124 

To Mt8. Rmsell, TkomhiU. 

Chelaoft, Moadftr, ' Nov., ISSO.' 
My dear Mrs. Russell —Thanks for your pleasant 
Letter. I enclose a cheque (is that the way to spell it?) 
for the money. Please to eend a line or old Newspi^wr 
that I may know it has arrived. 

I returned some days ago, rather improved by my 
month in the country*. . . . But the first thing I 
did was to give myself a wrench and a cmsh, all in one 
on the ribs under my right breast, which has bothered 

*At Uie Grange. 
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mc cvcT since; and I am afraid is a moro aeriouR injury 
Uian I at first thouglit. T\i-o days of mustard plasters 
have done littlt* >'et towards removing tbepaLu, which 
I neglected for the Crat three days. 

I found the mud of our London streets abominable 
after the clean gravelly roads in Hampshire;— it is such 
a fatigue carrying up one's heavy Winter petticoats. 
For the rest, home is always plrasantest to me after a 
long sojourn in a grand House; and sohtude, ne\-er so 
welcome as after a Rpctl of brilliant people. One brilliant 
person at a time and a little of tiim 'm a charming thing; 
but a whole houseful of brilliant people, shining all day 
and ever>' day, maki^s one alinust of Geoi^e Sand's opinion, 
that good honest stupidity i» the best thing to assodate 
with. 

I aend you a little Photograph of my Mother's Min- 
iature, which I have had done on purpose for you. It '& 
not quite the sort of thing one would wish to have, but 
ftt least it is as like as the Miniature, 

I will not wait till next year to write again,— if I 
live. 

Kind regards to your Father and Husband. 
Yours affectionately, 

Janb Carltlb. 



LBTTBRlSft 

To John ForsleTf Lincoln's Inn Fields. 

Clidaea, 'Dewmber, 1850." 
Dear Mr. Forstcr— Behold a turkey which requests 
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that ynu will (Jo it the honour and pleasure of eating 
it at your convcnioiice. The bearer is pwd for taking 
it; so pray do not corrupt bis "soul of honour" by paying 
him a second time. 

We were the better for that evening: but we have 
been to a dinner since that has floored one of us (not me) 
completely. A dinner "to meet MaryBartoD"(?). And 
such a flight of "distinguished females" descended on 
us when we returned to the drawing-room — ocA Gott! 
Miss Muloch, Madame Pulszky, Fanny Martin (the Leeture- 
devourer), Mrs. Grey (Self Oui/wrc),— and distinguished 
Males od infinitum, amongst whom we noticed Le Chevalier 
Pulszky, Chadnick, Dr. Gully, Merivale. 

Mr. Carlyle has all but died of it! I have suffered 
much le&s;--but then I did not eat tliree crystallized green 
things, during the dessert. 

Nero sends his kind regards. 

Ever affectionately yours, 

Jane Carltlb. 
Monday. 



I 



LETTER 126 

To Mrs. Ruesell. 

ChdMa, 13 July, 1651. 
My dear Mrs. Russell — It is come on mc by surprise 
this morning that the I3tl) is no post-day here, and bo, 
if I do not look to it to-day Margaret and Mary will be 
thinking I have forgotten them on my birthday, or that 
I have forgotten my own birthday, which would indicate 
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mo fallen into a state of dotage!— far from the case 1 
can promise you! For I never went to so many fine 
parties, and bothered so much about dresses, etc., and 
seemed ttt much Hke just comiruf oul! as this Summer! 
Not that I have, like the eagle, renewed my age {does 
the eagle renew ita age?), or got any influx of health and 
gmety of heart; but the longer one Wves in London one 
geta, of course, to know more people, and to be more 
invited about; and Mr. C. having no longer »uch a diaUke 
to great partica as ho once had, I fall naturally into the 
current of London life— and a very fast one it isl 

Besides I have just had my Cousin Ilelen staying 
with me for three wecki!, and have had a good deal of 
racketing to go thro' on her account,— her last and only 
visit to ine still Ij-ing on my conscience as a dead failure; 
lor instead of seeing sights and enjoying herself, she had 
to fulfill the double function of rack-nurae to me, aa<l 
maid-of-all-work! . . . 

I don't know yet where toe are to go this Autumn. 
Mr. C. has so many plans; and until he decides whcro 
be is going and for how long, I can make no arrangement 
for myscl]. I shall be quite comfortable in leaving my 
house this year, however, having got at last a thoroughly 
trustworthy sensible 8cr\'ant. 

My kind regards to your Father and Ilusband. Some 
one told me your Father was coming to London; he 
must be sure not to pass us over, if he comes. 

I can think of nothing of any use to Marj-, sondable 
from here; so I enclose five shilllugs that you may buy 
ber what she most needs, — a pair of shoes? a bonnet? 
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or sonw meat? Give her my kind regards, poor old sou?. 
And believe mo, dear Mrs. RusscU, your nvcr affpctJonato 

Jane Cabltle. 

I am going to a monung concert and ain in great haste. 



LETTER 137 

To T. Carlyle, Scotsbrig] 

HaDcltMter, 12 Soptcmbcr, 1851. 

... I am very sorry to hear of your rushing 
down into coffeo and castor so soon, — atid any amount 
of smoking I dare sayl For me, I can tell you with a 
little proud Pharisee feeling, that I have not — what shall 
I say?— swallowed a pill since I left Malvern I I I* and I 
am alive, and rather well. But then, my life otherwise 
is so very wholesome: nice little railway excursions every 
day; nice country dinners at two o'clock,— everybody 
BO fond of mcl ... It is great fuu too visiting thcso 
primeval Cotton-epinners with "parlour-kitcbcnfi," and 
bare-headed servant-maids, so overflowing with fcr\'ent 
hospitality, and in the profoundcst darkness about my 
Husbands "Literary reputation.'' — I have a great deal 
to tell about these people; but it is needless to waste 
time in writing that sort of thing. 

But one thing of another sort, belonging to our natural 
sphere, I must tell you so long as I remember; that Es- 
pioasse has— renounced his allegiance to youl W'hen his 
Father was in London lately he (his Father, anything 

■Th« Carlyle* hiul apcul the uioallt of August at Malveni aa 
the BUMla of Dr. Oully. 
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but on admiirr of j'ours) was greatly charmed to bear 
his Son declare that be had " quite chaDged his views 
about Carlyle; and was no longer blind to his great tmA 
many faults." Whereon the E^inasse Father, in a 
traneport of gratitude to Heaven for a saved "insipid 
offspring," pulled out— a five-pound note! and made 
Espinasse a present of it. Eepinasse, thanking his Father, 
then vfcnt on to say tliat, " he no longer liked Mrs. Carlyle 
cither; that he believed her an excellent woman once, 
but she had grown more and more into Carlyle's likeness, 
until there was no CDduring her!" The Father however 
did not again open hit; purse! Stores Smith, who was 
present, is the authority for this charming little history, 
which had amused Espinaase's enemies here very much. 

Mrs. Gaskell took Oeraldinc and me a beautiful drive 
the other day in ft "friend's carriage." She is a very 
kind cheery woman in her own house; but there is an 
atmosphere of moral dulnees about her, as about all 
Sociuian women. — I am thinking whether it would not 
be expedient, however, to ask her to ^vo jwu a bed when 
you come. She would be "proud and happy" I guess; 
and you do not wish to sleep at GeraIdiuc'8,~be«deB 
that, mine is the only spare room furnished. The Gaskdl 
bouse is very large and in the midst of a shrubbery and 
quite near this. 

Kind love to your Mother and the rest. . . . 

tNero is tlic happiest of dogs; goes all the journeys 
by railway, smuggled with the utmost ease; and has run 
many hunilreds of miles after the little Lancashire birds. — 
Oh my! your old gloves have come home with their tails 
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behind them! I found something bulky in my great-coai 
pockpt the other night, and wlien I put it on I pulled out 
the gloves. You must have placed them there yourself; 
for there was also a moss of paper rolled up for tobacco* 
pipe purposes. 

Ever yours, 

Jane W. Casltlb. 



LETTER 128 

To Miss Welsh, Aucktertool Manse, Kirkcaldy) 

CbcbcA, Wednesday, 24 Sep., 1851. 

Upon my honour, De-arest Helen, you grow decidedly 
good. Another nice long Letter! and the former still un- 
answered! This is a sort of heaping of coals of fire on my 
head which I should like to have continued. . . . 

But I must teQ you my news. Well, I lived very 
happily at Geralditie's for the first week, in spitfl of the 
horrid dingy atmoapherft and substitution of dnder roads 
for the green MaU-em Hills. We made a great many cx- 
cur»ons by railway into the cotton valleys. Frank [Jews- 
bury] selected some cotton spiimcr in some picturesque 
locality, and wrote or said that ho would dine with him on 
such a day at two o'clock, and bring his Sister and a lady 
staying with them. The cotton spinner was moat willing! 
And 80 we started aft«r breakfast and spent the day in 
beautiful places amongst strange olil-worid, highly hos- 
pitable life,— eating, I really think, more home-baked 
bread and other dainties than was good for us; the air and 
excrdse made us so ravenously hungry. It was returuing 
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from the tast of these country Tists, rather late thro* a 
dense fog, that I caught my cold; and then came the old 
sleepkss nights and headaches and all the aboniiruihlo 
^cetems. I was still stuffed full of cold when I had to start 
tor Aldorley Park,* and the days I spent there were in 
consequence supremely wretched, tho' the place is lovely 
and there was a fine rattling houseful of people; and the 
Stanleys, even to Lord Stanley, who is far from popular, 
as kind as possible,— alas, too kindl for Lady Stanley 
vxmid show me all the "beautiful views," and that sort of 
thing, out of doors; and Blanche would spend half the 
night in my bedroom! Lord Airlic was there and hia 
Sister and various other assistants at the marriage. I 
aaw a trousseau for the first time in my life; about as won- 
derful a piece of nonsense as the Exhibition of all Nations. 
Good Heavensl how is any one woman to ufc up all those 
gowns and cloaks and fine clothes of evcrj- denomination? 
And the profusion of coronets! every stocking, every 
pockethandkerchief, every thing had a coronet on it! . . . 
Poor Blanche <loej>n't seem to know, amidst the excite- 
ment and rapture of the trousseau, whether she loves the 
man or not; — she hopes well enough at least for practical 
purposes. I liked him very much for my share; and wish 
littJe Alice had the fellow of him. 

But, Oh! how thankful I was to get away, where I 
might Ue in bed, "well let alone," and do out my ilhiess! 
We found Ann very iteat and glad to see us. She is a 
thoroughly good, respectable woman— the Ix-st character 
I ever liad in the house. . , . 

* Lord Stanlrf-'a residence at Con|Ieton, Cbuhiro. 
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XGndest love to my dear Uncle and the rest. I have 
heard Dotbing of the Skctchlcys Gincc the week &f Lcr you 

left. 

Ever your affectionate 

J. W. C. 

A. S. [Sterling] has su>apl his Yacht for another wUch 
he has christened the >fazRini. Mr. C. starts for Paris to- 
morrow, for a ten days or a fortnight, I suppose. 

LETTER 129 

To Dr. Carlyk; Scotsbrig: 

Cbebea, Satunlsy, 'Nov., 18S1.' 
My dear John— Thanks for your kind attention in 
cpfiring me as much as possible all alarm and anxiety. 
Your two welcome Notes were followed by one from Helen 
last night, representing my Uncle as in the most prospcroua 
state after his long journey. It was not, however, the 
immediate consequences that I fcit most apptehcnsivc of; 
and I shall not be quite at ease about him till a few days 
are well over. Every time T myself have gone a long way 
by express, the frightful headache produced in mo comes 
CD gradually after, and does not reach its idli7natum till 
some tlu"co or four days. They all seem wry grateful to 
you for your kind attention to my Uncle; and so am I; 
and it is a real pleasure to me to hear them speak of you so 
warmly. 

For the rest, if the Devil had not broken loose on me 
this morning, it was my intention to have written you a 
hug Letter,— in spite of your preference for short ones. 
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But there are so many tilings rrquiring to be done that I 
must not dawdle over any of them. Mrs. l^fXT wants me 
at her house at midday, to inspect the arraagementa she 
has made for the reception of Mazzini, Safli and Quadri,* 
to whom I have let the three bedrooms and one Htting- 
room, left empty in the Piper house by the departure of an 
old lady and Daughter who lived with them (t!ie Mother 
and Sister, in faet, of L. E. L,t) ; and the Piper economics 
were in danger of rushing down into "cleanness of teeth," 
in consequence. So, as Mazzini applied to mc for o^art- 
ments, I brought the two wants to bear on each other, to 
the great contentment of both parties. I have also lent 
the Pipers a bedstead, a washstand, and two extremely 
bad chairs; and must now go and put a few finishing 
touches from the hand of Genius to her arrangements; 
and, above all, order in cools and candles, or the poor moo 
will have a wretched home to come to this cold night. 

I have got Saffi Italian lessons,— at the Sterlings and 
Wedgwoods. So now, to use Mazzini's expression, "he is 
saved." Carlyle is extremely fond of Saffi: I have not 
seen him lake so much to any one this long while. 

Besides that piece of bu^ncss, there arc three answers 
to sorts of business Letters that mmt be written: one 
requiring my active exertions in the placing of a— 
Jjody's-mmd! (Good Gracious, what tJiinga people do 
of onel); one from Lady Ashburton, who has not 
taken the slightest notice of me, but "quite the contrarj'," 
ever since I refused her invitation to the Grange on her 



• ItAltan exilee. 

t Lotttw £. LaDdoB. 
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return fmm Paris! Thia I>ettcr also, ia an invitation, — 
to come on the Ist of December and stay over Christma*, 
put on tbe tourhinf; fooling of roquiriiig niy as^stance 
to help "in aniusiofi Mama" [Lady SandwicbJ. Heaven 
knows what is to be said from me individually. If I 
refuse this time abo, she will quarrel with mc outright,— 
that is her way;— and aa quarrelling with lier would 
involve quarn;lling with Mr. C. also, it is not a thing 
lA be done lightly.— I wish I knew what to answer for 
the best.* 



• From '■ Hr-avcD " to " bcsl," is prinUtd to Lif*. Iv., 87. Mr. 
Froude introduces the eilraci thus; "Lady Ashbiirton invited 
Mrs. Gnrlylc to uprnd Dccrmbrr with hrr i»t Ihfl ("rrMnjC", In hflp 
ia ainUBitig ooiui.' viHilora [«ir]. Bbe did tiot wish tu gu, and yet 
bsrdly dnrtsl say no. Hbe connulted John Cnrlylt!." 

To abow iho abBurdity of this it is only needful to menlioa 
(hnl in OclobiT Lady Ashljurlon. on returning from the Continent, 
iaviled Mrs. Cnrlylf to thn (irnnitr. Mrs. ("nrlyle hud just returned 
home after an nbsentv of two [tioulha; &iid pri'tern^tl not to leave 
QwlfM ipiii iu*t then. Thf inm'latian wiu thrrtloTe drcUned. 

A litUe all•^r tliia. Lady Ashburton fell ill, aa appearn from 
ber Lrttirm. When ■he recoverml sho renewed the itivittkCioii, 
ftddintc, out of kindness aud true politeness, that Mrs. Corlyle 
could be of use in helping to "amuw Hamn." 

This is the invitation which Mrs. Csrlyle mentloDS inci- 
dentally to Ui. Carlyie. It ia not true that she "eonmilted" 
him as to whether she should acecpt it or not. She neither ex- 
pected DOT received udvice from tiini. She accepled the invitation 
PCCauK it suited her to do so; and went to the Grnnge on tlio 
Ist of December, by herself, le&vinic Carlylc alon^, worlcinc ut 
home. She ioduoed him to come and join her on the 13t.h of 
Dcc«mb«r; detained him thrre longer tnnn ho wished to stay; 
and tetumed on the 2nd of January, mur^h improved in health. 

Why then did she write to Dr. Carlylo of the invitntion as 
1( it wore unwflcomeT The explanation Is simple: she knew that 
Dr. Cailyle felt a Utile hurt bceauio hr hod never received any 
invitation from the Ashburtons; she, therefore, in vfriling to him, 
very naturally refers to her own invitation as a thing of little 
or no account. 

Mrs. Cnrlyle was probably, by oaluro and bj- education, 
almost the least likelv pL-mon in the world to submit meekly to 
eocraoo and opprension. She would have r«senled and seorned 
Hr. Proude's calumnious statement that she " xulimittcd " to an 
injuatiee,— n^tinqtiished meekly without a protest her "rights 
of woman," and become the puppet of an imperioua Lady's willl 
Nol tihe was proud and inipciious bcrselfi and had a will of 
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lave also to write to Mrs. Macrcady this day for a 
)f the Sterlmg which I lent her to take with her to 
Sherborne; it '\s Mr. C.'s own copy and has pencil cor- 
rections on it, and is now wanted for the new Edition 
which Chapman is here at this moment negotiating for. 
None of Mr. C.'s Books have sold with such rapidity as 
this one. If be would write a Xovel we should become as 
rich as— Dickens! "And what should wc do (A^nr" "Doe 
and do nocht ava!" I don't think it would be any gain to 
be rich. I should then have to keep more sen-ants,— and 
one is bad enough to manage. .\nn, however, goes on very 
peaceably, except that in these foggy, dispiriting morn- 
ings she is often dreadfully low about her vrrisl. I have 
pven her a pair of woollen wriatikins. Can I do anything 
more? Young Ann I havcgot to be housemaid with Lady 
Lytton, who has taken a cottage all to herself. . . . 
Love to your Mother and the rest of you. 

Affectionately, 

J. W. C. 

LETTER 130 

To Mrs. Russell, ThomhiU. 

Ch«lMa, TuMd»y, '6 Jan'y, 1852.' 
My dear Mrs. RusscU — Here I am at home again* — to 
the unspeakable joy of— my dog, if no one else's. I assure 
you the reception he gave us left the heart nothing to wish. 



ber 

■tioftt* 

Jkwl 



er own as unyicldinit *>■ stni'l, She boiMta of "bciii^ very ob> 
ioat* in h«r own way"; of "having a CDiiiuf for 110I b«n^ ruled"; 
mI ev*n of "ln-ing very unndvifukbrc," Havinc dtvliocd onu 
inritalioo from Ladv Aiiliburtoii, what in the name of common avnao 
WM to hinder her from dcctining anolhtr, if abe had rniUij wiihtd 
to declincT 

* From a vint of ov«r n Dionth to the tiraitg*. 
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I found a clean house, with nothing spoilt or broken. My 
present scn'ant, who has lasted since last May, is a punctual 
trustTi-orthy woman; very like our Haddington Betty in 
appearance. I hope she will stay— forever, — if that were 
pos^bie. . . . 

I hope you will now write mc a long Letter about dear 
rid Thomliill, and all the people I know there, I send the 
Order for the money, which I need not doubt but you ad- 
vanced for me. I hoped by this time to have had a Book 
to send you, Mr. C.'s Life 0} Sterling, of which a second 
edition is now printing; but it is not ready yet, so you 
must WMt a little longer. 

Only imagine my three Aunts coming up to the E.\hi- 
bitioQ laat August! I should have thought it much too 
worldly a subject of interest for them. I had gone to Mal- 
vern only two da)!} before they arrived,— eo missed them 
altogether. 

LoTC to your Husband and Father, 

Ever affectionately yours, 

Janii: W. Cari^tlb, 

LETTER 131 

To Dr. Carlyk, Scotsbrig. 

Chelsea, '37 July, 1853.' 
My dear Jolin — You will like to hear " what I am think- 
ing of Life" in the present confusion. Well, then, I am 
not thinking of it at all but linng it very contentedly. The 
tumult has been even greater since Mr. C* went than it 

* "Alioulthr middle o( July, JaD«i tent meofT to Scotlnnd. tobe 
out of the way," (Ftvm a LtUcr of Carlylt'M to hii Brothtr li'csan- 
iir, fl Jan'y. 1853,) 
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'was borore; for new floors nre boiiig put (Iowd in the top 
story, and the noise of that is something terrific. But now 
that I feol the noise and dirt and dtsordor witli my own 
senses, and not through his as well, it i^ amazing how Uttle 
I care about it. Nay, in superintending all tliese men I 
begin to find myself "in the career open to my particular 
talents," and am infinitely more satisfied than I was in 
talking " mis," ia my white silk gown with wlute feathers 
in my head, and mries at Bath Hourp, " and all that sort of 
thing." It ts a consolation to be of some use, tho* it wcra 
(Hily in helping stupid carpenters and bricklajTrs out of 
their "impossibilities," and, at all rates, keeping them to 
their work; especially when tlic omamejital no longer suc- 
ceeds with me so well as it has done! The fact i«, I am 
remarkably indifferent to material annoyances, considering 
my morbid sensibility to moral ones. And when Mr. C. is * 
not here recognising it with his overwhelming eloquence, I 
can regard the present earthquake im eomething almost /* 
lavghable. 

Another house-wife trial of temper has come upon me 
rince Mr. C. went, of which he yet knows nothing, and 
which lias been borne with the aanic iniporturhability: Ho 
told you, perhaps, that I had got a new servant in the 
midst of this mess, — a great beauty, whom I engaged be- 
cauBe she had been six j-ears in her last place, and because 
he decidedly liked her physiognomy. She came home the 
night bcTorc he left. It was a rough establishment to 
come into, and no fair field for shewing at once her capa- 
bilities; but her dbpositions were perhaps on that account 
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Ibe more quickly ascertained. The first night I come upon 
her listening at the door; and the second morning I came 
upon Iicr reading one or my LcttcrsI And in every little 
box, drawer and corner I found traces of her prying. It 
was going to be like living under an Austrian Spy. Then, 
because she had no regular work possible to do, she did 
nothing of her own accord that was required. Little 
Martha, who was here in Ann's illness and whom I had 
taken back for a week or two, waa worth a doien of her in 
Ben-iceableness. The little cooking / needed, was always 
"what she hadn't been used to where she lived before," 
and for that, or aome other reason, detestable. I saw be- 
fore the first week was out, that I had got a helpless, ilt- 
trained, low-minded goose; and this morning, the last 
day of the week, 1 was wiahing to Heaven I had brought 
no regular servant into the house at all just now, but gone 
on with little Martha, As there was not work enough for 
half a one, never to speak of two, I had told little Martha 
she must go home to-night. I would rather have sent 
away the other, but she hod waited three weeks for the 
place, and couldn't be dispatched without a week's warn- 
ing; and besides, I felt hardly justified in giving her no 
longer trial. Figure my satisfaction, then, when on my 
return from taking Mazaini to call for the Rrownings, the 
new servant came to me, with a set face, and said, "she ' 
had now been here a week and found the place didn't euit 
her; if it had been all straight, perhaps she could have lived 
in it; but it was such a muddle, and would be such a 
muddle for months to come, that she thought it beat to get 
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out of it." 1 told her I was quite of her opinion, and re- 
ceived the newswithsuchuinialtilily ihixl she brcame quite 
amiable, too, and askod "when would I like her to go." 
"To-night," I said; "Martha was to have gone to-night, 
DOW you will go in her stead, and that will be all the dif- 
ference!" And she is gone, bog and baggage! Wc parted 
with mutual civilities, and I never was more thankful for a 
small mercy in my life. And the most amudng part of the 
business is, that although taken thus by surprise I had be- 
fore she left the house,— engaged another servant! By 
the strangest chance, Irish Fanny, who has always kept 
on coming to see me from time to time, and is now in better 
health, arrived at tea-time to tell me she had left her place. 
I offered her mine, which she had already made trial of, and 
she accepted with an enthusiasm which did one's heart 
good after all those cold, ungrateful English wretches. I 
stipulated, however, that she should not come for a month, 
little Martha being the suitablest in the present state of the 
family. Little Martha is gone to bed the tiappiest child in 
Chelsea, at the honour done her. " I could have told j-ou, 
Ma'am," she said, "the very first day that girl was here, 
' that she wami't fit for a genteel place; and I'm sure she 
isn't so much older than me as she says she is!" 

Oh, such a fuss the Drownings made over Mazsini this 
dayl My private opinion of Browning is, in spite of Mr. 
C's favour for him, that he is "nothing," or very little 
more, "but a fluff of fcathcrsI"*<SAc is (nicand (/cod, and 
the moat womanly creature. 

I go to Sherborne on Friday to stay till Monday. It b 

• See Ctilyle'* "Lctten, 1S2Q-3S," ii., SOOii. 



40 



New Liters and Memoriah of 



a long, fatiguing journey for so short a time, and will be a 
sad vjat; but sfte* wishes it. And now, good-niglit. 
With kinil regards to all. 

Affectionately yours, 

Jake W. Carltu:. 

LETTER 132 

To T. Carlyle', lAnlatken, Dundee. 

CbcUck, TucKUy, 3 August, 18&3. 

Oh, my Dear, if I had but a pen tbal would mark freely 
— never to say epell— and if I might be dUpensed from 
news of the house, I would write you such a LeUre d'une 
voyageuse as you have not read "these seven years!" For 
it was not a commonplace journey this at all; it was more 
like tlie journey of a Belinda or Evdina or Cecilia: your 
friends "The Destinies," "Inimortal gcxls," or whatever 
one should call thom, transported me into the Region of 
mild Romance for that one day. But with this cursed 
home to be told about, and so little leisure for telling any- 
thing, my Miss Burney faculty cannot spread its wings. 
So I will leave my jouniey to Sherborne for a more favour- 
able moment,— telling you only that I am no worse for it; 
rather better, if indeed I needed any bettering, which it 
would be rather ungrateful to Providence to say I did. 
Except that I sleep less than ordinary mortals do, I have 
nothing earthly to complain of — nor have had since you 
left me. Nor will I even tell you of the Macreadys in this 
Letter. I cannot mix up the inukge of that dear dying 
woman with details about bricklayers and carpenters. 

• Tb&t la iSn. Macrcady. 
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lou ask what my prophelic giTt says to it^' which is 
more to be depended on than Mr. Kforgan's calculations. 
My Dear, my prophetic gift says very (iecidedly that it 
will be two months at leaat before we get these fearful 
creatures we have conjured up laid. The confusion at 
ttiis moment is more horrible than wlicn you went away. 
The Library is— oxaclly as you left it! The plasterers 
could not commence there on account of the moving of 
the floors above; and the front bedroom floor could not be 

t on with on account of the pulling down of the cliiiuney; 
your bedroom is floored, and haa got its window-shutters; 

id the painter waa to have begxm there on Saturday, and 
not appeared yet: and Mr. Morgan keeps away, and I 
am nearly mad. My i>rcsent bedroom is as you left it,— 
only more full of things. The clumney above, up-stairs, 
is carried back and tinishcd; the floor is still up there and 
the ceiling down; it will be a week before they get the 
floor kid there; and till then plastering can't be begun 
with below! I 

. . , And now you must consider and decide. 
For two months I am pretty sure there will be no living 
for you here. / can do quite well; and seem to be extreme- 
ly necessar}' for shifting about the things, and looking 
after the men. Tlic only servant in the house is little 
Martha. Our Beauty was aa jierfcct a fool as tin.- sun 
ever shone on, and at the end of a week lelt, finding it 
"quitti impossible to live in any such muddle." I have 
been doing very well wth Martha for the last week; 
and Irish Fanny is engaged to come on the 27th; but I 
did not want a regular servant at present. 
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My idea is (hat you ought to go to Germany by youmelf, 
leaving mc here, whore I am more useful at present tlian 
I coukl be anynhere else. But if you don't like that, 
there will be the Grange open for September, and you 
cou]<i go by yourself there. As to "cowering into some 
hole," you arc "the last man in all England" that can 
do that sort of thing with advantage; so there's no use 
speculating about it. 

If you could make up your mind to Germany any 
ea«er for my going to see to the beds, etc., of course 
there is no such absolute need of my staying here, that 
1 should not delegate my superintendence to Chalmers 
or somebody, and put Fanny into the kitchen, and go 
away;— but I don't take it the least unkind your leaving 
(DC behind ; and with Neuberg to attend on you, I really 
think you would be better without me. . . 

Ever yours, 

J. W. C. 

"Love to Mr. Erskino, and thanks for his Note. 
LETTER 133 

To T. Carlyle, Linlathm, Dundee. 

Chelwa, FritUy, '6 Aug., 18112.' 
... As to Nero, poor darling, it is not forgctfulncsa 
of him that has kept me silent on his subjeet, but rather 
Uiat he is part and parcel of myself: when I say I am 
well, it means also Nero is well I Nov c'csl moi; mot 
e^est Nerol I might have tol(l something of him, however, 
rather curious. Going down in the kitchen the morning 
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my retiim from Sherborne I spoke to the white 
cat, in common politeness, and even stroked her; whereon 
the jealousy of Nero rose to a pitch! He snapped and 
barked at me, then flew at the cat quite savnge. I "felt 
it my duty" to box his ears. He stood a moment aa if 
taking his resolution; then rushed up the kitchen stairs; 
and, as it afterward appeared, out of the house! For, 
in ten minutes or so, a woman came to the front door with 
master Nero in her arms; and said she had met him mrt- 
ning up Cook's Grounds, and was afraid he "would go 
and lose himself!" He would take no notice of me for 
8e\'cral hours afterl And yet he had never read "George- 
Sttud Novels," that dog, or any sort of Novclal 

But of Germany: I really would advise you to go, — 
not so much for the good of doing it, but for the good of 
having done it. Neuberg is as suitable a guide and com- 
panion as poor humanity, imperfect at best, could well 
afford you. And I also vote for leaving me out of the 
question. It would be anything but a pleasure for me 
to be there, with the notion of a house all at sixes and 
sevens to come home to. . . . You will take me there 
another time if you think it worth my seeing. Or I could 
go some time myself aiid visit Bolte; or I can have money 
to make any little journey I may fancy,— some time when I 
am out of sorts, — which I am not now, thanks God, the 
least in the world. If it were not for the thought of your 
bother in being kept out of your own house, I should 
not even fret over the slowness of the house-allcring 
process. I can see that there is an immense deal of that 
sort of invijiibic work expended on it which you expended 
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on Cromwdt. TTic two cari^nters are not quick, cerUuoly, 
hut they are very conscientious and assiduous, glviog 
tlicmselves a great deal of vork that makes no show, 
but which you should be the last man to count unnecessary. 
. . . When it comes to putting everything in order 
again, it will be a much greater pleasure than going to 
Germany, I can tell you.— I had plenty of other things 
to tell; but when one gets on that house there is no end 
of it. . . . But Oh, heavens) there is twelve striking,. 

Ever yours, 

J. W. C. 

LETTER 134 

To T. Carlyle', care of Joseph Neuberg, Bonn. 

Chcl»eo, Tbursdiiy, 2 Sep., IS52. 

... I have a new iuvitatJon to go to Addiscorabe 
to-morrow, Friday, and stay till Monday (Lord Ashburton 
being gone to ScotJand "quite promiscuously," and 
her Ladj^hip in consequence going a second time to 
Addiscombc). I accepted; being very anxious to have 
a Chrifition bod for a night or two, having alternated 
for a week betwixt the sofa in this room, and the bed 
at 2 ChejTie Walk, — on the same principle that Darwin 
frequents Iwo clubs. . . . Lost night Lady A. sent 
me word by Fanny, who had taken her up the cran- 
berry jam promised long ago, that it was possible she 
might not go till Saturday. 

I dined wiUi Forster on Tuesday, " fish and pudding"; 
and the Talfours and Brownings came to early tea. The 
Brownings brought me in their cab to Piccadilly and put 
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me in an omnibus. It was a ver}- dull thing Indocd; 
oud I like Browuiiig lem auit less; and even she does 
Dot grow on me. Mrs. Sketchley, aitci rcjuiiiig your 
Note for her,* held out her hand to me and— buret into 
tcara! and Penelope fell a-crying at seeing her Mother 
crying,— without knowing why) "Whatever comes of it, 
— if nothing comes of it," said the old lady, "that ia kiad- 
Dcss nc\-er to be forgotten." . . . 

Ever yours affectionately, 

Jane Cabijlb. 

P. S. — I hope John's love afTur nlll get on. 



LETTER 135 

To Dr. Carlyle, Scotsbrig. 

Chdaca. Monday, 'Sep., 1852.' 

My dear John—. . . Mrs. Macready is at Plymouth, 
Forstcr told me j-csterday; stood the journey better than 
was anticipated: but the Doctor thero gives no hopes 
of her. Ob not one has only to took at her to feel that 
there is no hope. 

I wonder now if you will break down in that enterprise? 
Please don't. I want ver>' much to sec you comfortably 
settled in life; and with a woman of that age, whom you 
have knon'n for fifteen years, I should not feci any appre- 
hensions nbout your doing n'eli togcther.f But you put 

■WritUD at Mra. Ca cugKeslIon, Inlroductng Mr*. 8. to a 

t Mri. Cftrlytn in Ronerntly rlnimrd an An ndvornte agaioat 
mftiriage. Thin Jo a uuiiLak«: it wa* ouly imprudoat marriacc* 
ibc diMpprovod. 
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■0 tittle empham into your lo^'e-tnakiag, that it won't 
nirprise me if this one, too, get out of patience and slip 
away from youl 

Your affectionate 

J. W. C. 

LETTER 1» 

To Dr. Carlyk, Burrtbraes^ Moffat. 

CboIw«, Ift September, t8&2. 
My dear John—. . . Thanks God, however, the 
workmen are gradually " returning from the Thirty-years' 
War." My plasUrrrs and plumbers are gone; and my 
bricklayers anti caqienU^rs going; and I Imvc now only 
piunting and papcrhangmg to endure for a week or two 
longer. . . . 

Meantime the Duke of Wellington is dead. I shall 
not meet him at Balls any more, nor kiss his shoulderr 
poor old man. All the news I have had from the outer 
world this week is sad. . . . 

"Like Mrs. Newton"*— that is charming! When shall 
I see her? It ts really very pleasant to me, the idpa of a 
new Sister-in-law! What on earth puts it in people's 
heads to call me formidable? There is not a creature 
alive that is more unwilling to hurt the fcciiugs of others, 
and I grow more compatible every year that I live. I 
can't count the people who have said to me first and last, 
"I was so afraid of you! I had been told you were so 
sarcastic!" And really I am perfectly unconscious of 
dealing in that sort of thing at all. ... So depend 

* Dr. Carlyle b«d deacribiid hia " intended " u liko Mrs. Newton. 
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on it the Ba<ng inll be agreeably disappointed whea we 
meet 

But QOw I should bo in bod. Nero ia already loudly 
snoring on a chair. Good-night. 

Yours affectionately, 

Janb W. Carlylk, 



Mn. Carlyle's Love Story. 

Id November, 1852, Mrs. Carlylc wrote a short Story 
in the form of an "Imajpnary Letter," in a little Note- 
Book which Carlylc has labelled "Child Love.'! Mr. 
Fteude in hia Life of Carlyle (i., 2SS), has printed the open- 
ing sentences of the Preface to the Story thus : 

" What 'the greatest Philosopher of our day ' execrates 
loudest in Thackeray's new Novel — finds indeed 'altogether 
false and damnable in it' — ia that love is represented 
as spreading iUelf over our whole existence, and con- 
stituting one of the grand interests of iti whereas love — 
the thing people call love — is confined to a very few years 
of man's life; to, in fact, a quite insigni Scant fraction 
of it. and even then is but one thing to be attended to 
among many infinitely more important things. Indeed, 
90 far as he (Mr. C.) has seen into it, the whole concera 
of love is such a beggarly futility, that in an heroic age of 
the world nobody would be at the pains to think of it, 
much IcsB to open his mouth upon it," 

Mr. Froude's deduction from this is : "A pcreon who 
had knonn by experience the thing called love, would 
Rcarc<^ly have addressed such a vehemently unfavourable 
oiMnion of itH nature to the woman who had been the 
object of his affection." 

What Garlylo meant by "the thing people call love" 
will be beet made manifest by the Story itself. Possibly 
Mr. Froudc's reason for omitting the Story may hava 
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been that be feared it might suggest to »hrcwd readers 
the absurdity of the Irving Episode in his account o( 
Carlyle's life. Irving gave lessonii to Miss Welsh from 
October, 1811 to August, 1812. She was ten yeans and 
three months old when he began to instruct her; and 
eleven years, one month and some few dftys old when ho 
left Haddington. 

After the citation made by Mr. Proudc, Mrs. Carlylc 
gives InBtanees amonj^t her own acquaintances of people 
being "iu low" at all ages from six to eighty-two; mud 
then telle in the following graphic and amusing way: 



"the 8IMPLB STORY OF MY OWN nitST-LOVE." 

Well, then, I was somewhat more advanced in life 
than the child in the aforesaid Breach-of-promise case, 
when I fell in love for the first time. In fact I Iiad com- 
pleted my nintli year; or, as I phrased it, was "going 
ten." One night, at a Dancing-school Ball, a stranger 
Boy put a slight on me which I resented to my linger 
ends; and out of that tumult of hurt vanity sprang ray 
First-love to life, like ^'cnus out of the froth of the sea!! — 
So that my First-loTO resembled my Last, in that it began 
in quasi-hatred. 

Curious, that, recalling so many particulars, of this 
old story, as viindly as if I had it under my opera-glass, 
I should have nevertheless quite forgot the Boy's first 
DEme! His surname, or as the Parson of St. Mark's would 
Bay, "his name by natuTC," was Scholcy,— a name which, 
whether bestowed by nature or art, I have ne^-er fallen 
in with since; but the Cliarlcs, or Arthur, or whatever 
it wai! that preceded it, couldn't have left less trace of 
itself bod it been written in tlie " New Permanent Marking- 
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ink!" HcwBeanonlychild, this Boy, of an Artillery Officer 
at the Barracks, and was seen by roo then for the first 
time; a Boy of twelve, or perhaps thirUfen, tall for his 
years and very slight,— with sunshiny hair, and dark-blue 
eyes; a dark-blue ribbon about bis neck; and grey jacket 
nith silver buttons. Such the image that "stamped 
itself on my soul forever! " — And I have gone and forgotten 
his namcl 

Nor were his the only details which impressed me at 
that Bait. If you would like to know my own Ball-dress, 
I can tell you every item of it: a white Indian muslin 
frock open behind, and trimmed with twelve rows of satin 
ribbon; a broad white satin sash reaching to my heels; 
little wliitc kid shoes, and embroidered silk stockings,— 
vhich last arc in a box up-stairs along with the cap I 
was christened in! my poor Mother having preserved both 
in lavender up to the day of her death. 

Thus elegantly attired, and with ray "magnlficont 
eye-lashes" (I never know what Iwcame of these eye-laahea) 
and my dancing "unsurpassed in private life'* {90 
our dancing-master described it),— with all that and 
much more to make me "one and somewhat" in my own 
eyes, what did I not feel of astonishment, rage, desire of 
vengeance, when this Boy, whom all were remarking the 
beauty of, told by his Mama fl heard her with my own 
cars) to ask little Miss Welsh for a quadrille, declined 
kwt und gut, and led up another girl, — a girl that I was 
"worth a million of," if you'll believe me,— a fair, fat, 
sheep-looking thing, with next to no sense; and her 
dancingi you should have seen iti Our dancing-master 

Toe II.-« 



60 New Letters and Memorials of 

was always shaking lus head at her, and saying " heavy, 
heavy!" — But her wax-doll face took the fancy of Bo3?s 
at that period, as afterwards it was the rage with men, 
till her head, unsteady from the first discovery of her, 
got fairly turned with admiration, and she ended in a 
mad-house, that girl! Ah! had I seen by Second-eight 
at the Ball there, the ghastly doom ahead of her,— only 
some dozen years ahead, — could I have had the heart to 
grudge her one triumph over me, or any partner fiie could 
get? But no foreshadow of the future Madhouse rested 
on her and me that glancing evenii^, tbo' one of us, — 
and I don't mean her, was feeling rather mad. No! never 
had I been so outraged in my short lifel never so enraged 
at a Boy! I could have given a guinea, if I had had one, 
that he would yet ask me to dance, that I might have 
B&id him such a No! But he didn't ask me; neither that 
n^ht nor any other night; indeed, to tell the pl^n truth, 
if my "magnificent eyelash^," my dancing "unsurpassed 
in private life," my manifold fascinations, personal and 
qnsitual, were ever so much as noticed by that Boy, he 
remained from first to last, impracticable to them! 

For mx or eight months, I was constantly meeting 
him at children's Balls and Tea-parties; we danced in 
the same dance, played in the same games, and "knew 
each other to speak to"; but the fat Girl was always 
present, and always preferred. They followed one another 
about, he and she, " took one another's parts," kissed one 
another at forfeits, and so on, while I, slighted, superflu- 
ous, incomprise, stood amazed as in presence of the in- 
finite! But that was only for a time or two wUle I found 
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myself in a "new pontion;" a little used to tbe pomtion, 
I made the best of it. After all, wasn't the fat Girl two 
yearg older than I? and that made such a difference! 
Had / been eleven "going twelve," — I with my long 
eyelflflhcB, lovely dancing, etc., things would have gone 
■very differently, I thought, — decidedly they would. So 
"lajring the flattering unction to my soul," I gradually 
left off being furious at tbe Boy, and rejoiced to be in 
his company on any footing. 

Next to seeing the Boy's eelf, I liked making little 
calls on his Mother; but how the first call, which was the 
(Ufiiculty, got made, I have only a half remembrance ; 
or rather I remember it troo differerU vmys! — a fonn of 
forgetfvhiest not uncommon with me. I ehoiild say 
quite confidently, that I first found myself in Mrs. 
Scholey's Barracks at her own urgent solicitation, once 
when she had lighted on me alone at " the evening Band," 
if it were not for my clear recollection of being there the 
first time with my governess, who, of " military extraction" 
hersalf (she boasted her Father had been a serjcant in 
tbe militja), was extensively li6e at the Barracks. At 
all events my Mother was on no visiting terms with this 
lady; and it is incredible I should have introduced myself 
on my own basis. Very likely she had besieged rae to 
vimt her; for the ladies at the Barracks were always 
manflftuvring to get acquainted in the Town. And just 
as likely my governess had taken me to her; for my govern- 
ess had a natural aptitude for fake steps. In either ease, 
the ice once broken, I made visits enough at Mrs. Scholey's 
Barracks, where I was treated with all possible respect. 
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Still as a woman Mre. Scholpy didn't pl?aae nie, I remember; 
inaemuch as she wa? Iioth forward and Aiilgar; and it 
wasn't without a sense of (temeaning mj-aclf, that I held 
these channed »ttings in her Barracks. But then, it 
wasn't the tccman that I visited in her; it was the Boy's 
Mother; and in that character she was a sort of military 
Holy Motfier for me, and her Barracks looked n sacred 
shrine! Then, so often as slie ppoke to me of her Son, 
and she snoke I think of tittle else, it was in a way to 
leave no doubt in my mind, Ihat the (irst wish of her 
(Mrs. Scholey's) heart was to sec him and me ultimately 
united; and there is no expressing how it soothed mo under 
the confirmed indifference of the Son to feel myself 80 
gq}pfeciated by his Mother. Nor wa.^ Mrs. Scholey hep- 
aelf my sole attraction to that Barracks: the Boy, be it 
clearly understood, I never saw (here, or assuredly I 
should have made myself scarce. God forbid tliat at 
even nine years of ago I sbouUl h&vc bad so little sense, — 
not to say spirit.— as to be throwing myself in the way of a 
Boy who wanted nothing with met Oh no, the Boy was 
all day at School in the Town, within a gun-shot of my 
own door,— a quarter of a mile at least nearer mc than 
his Mother. For the other attraction the Barrack room 
possessed for me, it was a Portrait,— nothinj? more nor 
less,— a dear little oval Miniature of the Boy in petticoats; 
done for him in hi.s second or third year; and so like, I 
thought,— making allowance for the greater chiibbiness 
of babyhood, and the little pink frock, of no sex. At 
each visit I drank in this "Portrait charmant" with my 
eyes, and wished myself artist enough to copy it. Indeed 
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had one of the Fairies 1 delighted to read of stppt out of 

the Book, in a moment of enlbusiJUim, to grant any one 

thing I asked, I would have said, I am sure I would, 

"the Portrait chamtant, then, since you are so good, all 

to myself for altogether!" 

Still, I hadn't as yet, to the beet of my remembrance, 

admitted to myself (to others it would have been im- 

poswblc) that I was head and ears in love. Indeed an 

admission so entirely discreditable to me couldn't be 

too long suppressed. Oh, little Mies Welsh! at your time 

of age and with your advantages, to go and fall in love 

with an Arlillory Boy, and he not caring a pin for yout 

It was really very shocking, verj'. And let us hope, 

I should have felt all that was proper on the discovery 

of my infatuation, if the circumstances under which it 

vas made had been less poignant! The Boy's Regiment 

bad received orders to marchl To Ireland, I think it 

was; but the where was nothing. For me, in my then 

geograpliical blankncss, the marching beyond my own 

sphere of vision was a marching into infinite space! Lol 

Two more daya and the Boy, hia Mother, his Regimc-nt and 

all tliat was his, would be in infinite space for me I Here 

was a prospect to enlighten one on the state of one's 

heart, if anyUiing could! Now I knew all I liad felt for 

him and all I felt; and I forgave him all about the fat 

Girl; and believed in the "Progress of the Species."* 

*A young lady. oat« weeping on my ithouldcr over tbe loM of 
ber lover, ana ah! n«r honour, suddenly gaihured h^revlf ufi, and 
cxeUim«d wildly, " Uul, Ubt Mr*. Carlyle. 1 do, 1 do believe in th« 
FrogrvM of th« Spccicar' " Wli^ iiolf" returned I, "I for my 
part believe iii tlie Devil; and mid gr«Bt comfort from it oeca- 
•iomtlly. Wiib * Devil to lay tbe bliuu« od, obs (ooU m> irreapoit- 
•ihlul" 
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Had I atopt there, welt and good; but a sudden thought 
Btnick me, a project of consolation so eubvereive of "fe- 
male delicacy," that I slmoet blush to write UI But in 
these momenta termed "supreme," one " swallows all 
formulas" as fast as look at them,— at least I do. This 
project, then? Could it be the confession of my love to 
its object, you may be thinking? Almighty GraciousI 
no, not Otatl! Though with no knowledge as yet of what 
my American young lady called "Life," instinct divined 
all the helplessness of that shift, even could I have gulped 
the indecency of it. No! My project was flagrantly 
compromising, and something mighi be gained by it. 
It was this simply: To persuade Mrs. Scholey to leave 
the little oval Miniature with me, on loan, on the under^ 
standing that when I was grown up and should have 
money, I would return it to her, set with diamonds; and 
as an immediate tribute of gratitude, or pure esteem, — 
whichever she liked,— I would present her with my gold 
filigree needle-case, the only realty valuable thing I possessed, 
— and sent from India all the way! But it might go, 
without a sigh, in part payment of such a favour! Whether 
my idea was, that "grown up" and "having money," I 
should procure a copy of the Miniature for myself, besides 
the diamonds for Mrs. Scholey, or whether it was that 
I should have another attachment by then, and that 
Portrait be fallen obsolete, chi sa t One can't remember 
everything, even in remembering much. Only so far as 
the actual crisis was concerned, my project and its results 
have left a picture in my tnind as cUstinct as that Descent 
from the Cross hanging on the opposite wall. 
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It was not without misgivioga enough that I entered 
on this questiooable enterprise. I felt its questionability 
in every 6bre of my small frame. But what then? The 
day after to-morrow the Boy's self would be in infinite 
space for me; and if I had not his picture to comfort me, 
how on earth should I be comforted? So I took a great 
heart, prayed to Minerva, I remember. I had got con- 
verted to Faganiem in the course of learning Latin, and 
Minerva was ray chosen goddess. And in the first interval 
of lessons, I ran off to the Artillery Barracks, taking the 
gold needle-case in my hand; and never had it looked 
so prettyl Mrs. Scholey was at home packing up (ah 
met), and the Miniature was in its old place. I had been 
so afraid of it being packed up, that the mere seeing it 
seemed a step in getting it. There it hung, by its black 
ribbon, from a nail over the fireplace; and, "didn't I 
wish I might get it?" If only I might have walked off 
with it without a wordi But I was come to beg, not steal, 
good God; and "to beg I was ashamed!" My program 
had been to throw myself on Mrs. Scholey's generosity 
for the picture; and then to slip my needle-case into her 
hand. But face to face with the lady, something wameil 
me to offer her the needle-case first, and throw myself 
on her generosity after. Stilt how to unfold my business 
even in that order? My pomtion became every moment 
more false; I sat with burning cheeks and palpitating 
heart,— my tongue rcfusLi^ "its office" save on indifferent 
topics, till I felt that in common decency I could sit no 
longer. And then only,— in the supreme moment of 
bidding Mrs. Scholey farewell, ^did I find courage to 
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present my needle-case,— with what words I know not; 
but certainty without one word about the picture. For 
the rapid acceptance of my really handsome gift, as a 
"good the gods bad provided her," and no more about it, 
quite took away my remaining breatli, and next minute 
I found myself in the open air, "a sadder and a wiser 
chUdl" 

At three o'clock the following morning, the Boy's 
Regiment marched, with Band plajing gaily "The Girl 
I've left behind me." Soimdly as I slept in those years, 
I amid not sleep through tliaV. and sitting up in my little 
bed to catch the last note, it struck me / was the Oirl 
left behind, little as people suspected it!— For a day or 
two I felt quite lost, and was "not myself again" for 
weeks. Still at nine years of age, so many consolations 
turn up, and one is so shamefully willing to be consoled! 

For the rest, young Scholey (I wish I could have 
recollected his first name!) had slipt through my fmgers 
like a knotless thread: he never came back to learn our 
fates (the fat Girl's and mine), nor did news of him dead 
or alive ever reach me. And so, in no great length of 
time, — before I had given him a successor even,— he 
passed for me into a sort of myth; nor for a quarter of 
a century had I thought as much of him, put it altogether, 
as I have done in writing these few sheets. 

It would have made a more " thrilling narrative" to 
read, if that love of mine had been returned; for "with 
the reciprocity all on one side," as the Irish say, the interest 
flags, don't you find?— On the whole, my First-love wasn't 
the smart ineoe of work to have been predicted of such 
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a smart tiiUc Girl;— a Girl so renon-oed for ber eyelasbes, 
ber Latin and her wit. But nolliing is so bafQing for 
human eye»ght as to predict of other people's toves; 
it b hard enough to niakc head or tul of them in com- 
pUtvm. Indeed, logically considered, the whole "thing 
people call love," like the [wwer of God, "paaseth undcr^ 
standing." 

For one condition of my First-love, however, I cannot 
be too thankful to the "gods," the "Destinies," or what* 
ever singular or plural power pre^ndca over the Love- 
department "here down"; for tius namely, that it had 
no consequences (the loss of my gold filigree needle-case 
was not a consequence to "speak of"). Many a poor 
girl has been brought to marriage, and the Devil knows 
what all, by her FirsHove,— actually got married, "for 
better for worse, till death do part," on the strength of it! 
About as sen»iblc and promising a speculation it seema 
to me, as getting married "for better for worse till death 
do part" on the strength of measles or scarlatina! But 
Buch reflections, did I let myself go to tbcm, might lead 
me too far. . . . So "I add no more, but remain, 

my dear Sir, 

Your obedient servant,"* J. W. C. 

*A jouDC nriMichcr oncR Mtnyins over night ml a grcnt FIoum, 
ir4a ftskod to couduot worahip," tta (h«i phtiuci is. Hp w«iDt to 
work with aplomb enough, nnd procncdnl without nccidcnt, iiwim- 
Btincljr WOD, till all th*^ uhijaI thinx" wore prnycsi for, and it rams 
to winding up. But how to wiud up to his owu atid hiH audiuoce's 
MtiifactionT Th/rr lay thn diflicultyl He wunt "about it nnd 
about it." Rrcw bolter and hotter, tnorti and mora boUiared, till 
hi* beaa liud become a pcrR-ct chaos. And figure the conatenia- 
tion in hcav«n aa od earth, nbcn ho rodcd " quite promiscaoualy, " 
wltb, " I add no more, but remain, my d«ar air, your obedfeot 
•ervantl" 

This Is a literal fMt. (Yea.— T. C.) I have Men tbe man It 
happitocd to.— J. W, C. 
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To Mrs. Russell, ThomkUl. 

Cli«lscs. 24th PebruAry, ' )S&3.'. 

Dearest Mrs. Russell— I have fallen on a plan for recol- 
lecting old Mary's money now: can you divine it from the 
date of this ? * 

We have the finest "stonn" here T ever saw in London; 
it is a'ldoni ttiat snow lies here at all, and in former years 
n-hen vc had any, I was out of condition to see it, being 
confined to my room. This time, on the first night of the 
snow, I imlked home tfiro' it from tlie Theatre, with my 
bonnet hanging on my buck part of the way, one minute 
taking myself a "slide," ami the next lifting a handful of 
«now to cat it! In fact, that almost forgotten Scotch- 
looking snow had made me perfectly dnmk, or I should 
hardly have "tempted Providence" in such a distracted 
manner! But Providence being proverbially "kind to 
women, fools and drunk people," I had three claims on it 
that night, which were duly acknowledged : and I escaped 
safe and sound from my snow adventure. A few days 
after, however, I did catch cold,— not in having my own 
humour out, but in doing a piece of duty,— and I have to 
slay iu-doors. not fctlinij:, fiowevor, tliut tlio mischief is 
likely to last long. Certainly tliat cold bath (he fjrst thing 
of a morning is a hles-sed invention! I am sure it is on the 
strength of thai, under IIeav(;n, that 1 am so much hardier 
than I tised to be, and loss bother to all concerned with me. 

" H««niiiK th« annlv«nary of li«r Mother's dealh, which took 
plue oa tb« 25th of February. 
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A friend* o( mioo wlio has a great deal of money, and 
a great deal ot tlnie, and a great deal of "siiperfluoua 
activity/' has lately provided himself with a photograph 
apparatus, after having exhausted the resources of a 
turning macJiine, of building himself an iron hou^e to live 
in. and a yacht to sail in, of adopting three or four chil- 
dren, and what not, he now kilbi his time wholesale in a 
very agreeable manner, making photographs of all hia 
acquaintance and of any Portraits which he chooses to 
multiply. He possesses a very like, very soui>-Iooking 
Portrait of me,t by Laurence, the Painter of most gertiusea 
in Ix)ndon, tho' not having the gift of flattering his pictures 
he has not all the employment he ought to have. And this 
Portrait nty friend niakcH at the rate of two copies at 
least per day for weeks and weeks; every time he comes he 
brings me a handful " to give to my friends!" As you be- 
long, I hope, to that category, you will not, I trust, tliink 
me ally in sen<iing you a Portrait of myself, when you 
were not wishing for it the least in the world. It was the 
thought, "Ah, how plea.sant it would have been to send 
this to Templand," which put it in my head to send it as 
near as it cuuld still be sent. 

I have some thoughts of sending Captain Sterling with 
his apparatas to Scotland to do all niy friends thercl ITc 
is quite capable of it. I told him the other day that lie 
ought to go to a great House in Clieshirc.J where was an 
old Spanish Pictum in which three people that knew mo 

*Antbou)r t}t«rlit)g, now Captain; after the Crimoaa War, 
Colonel. 

!The one uow al Cbej-Do Rowl Se« ante, p. 258. 
Moit lilcrly thin grrnt Hou«c wua Alilerii-y Paik, LordStdO* 
ley's residence, near CoiiKlutou. 
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had found a figure "more like me than if T had sat for it/' 
and bring away a photograph of tliat! And he answered 
with perfect gravity, "Get me the precise address aad a 
line of introduction . , . {The rent wanting.) 

LETTER 13S 

To Dr. Carlyk, Moffat. 

Cbd*ea, TuoKUy, 'MnyorJuDo, 1853.' 

My dear John — ^The inclosed Note will tell ita own 
Btory. The writer is the Wife of James Martineau in 
Liverpool, as you will probably perceive by the light of 
Nature. As you and your Wife are both kind-hearted 
and courteous, I have no doubt you will permit this young 
gentleman to make your acquaintance. As Miss Benson 
pbra»;d it, " too soon will the rude hand of Time sweep 
the down from the cheek of that beautiful enthu-si-asm!" 
without your coming over it with the razor of repulsion! 
Pray scud Ihc young man notice that he may call for you, 
or call for him, or do somcOdng to justify my promise to 
his Mother that her prayer would be granted her. 

All is going on here much as usual, except that cocks 
arc springing up, niorc and more, till it seems as if the 
Universe were growing into one poultry-yardt There is 
also a [uirrot, nanmd Lara, at next door. All timt has 
waked up Mr. C. into the old phrcazy to be "off into 
silence!" But the £300 or £400 laid out last year* give 
pause. Anil besides, as the old Servant said to his Master, 
when tlireatened with dismissal, "where the Dcevil wud 
ye gang tae?" 

*0n npun to tba houM. 
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. . Meanwhile the Town fills fuller every day: 

aod more and more carriages call 

You might write to me sometimes, as well as to him. 
Love to your Wife, whom everybody that sees speaks well 

Of. 

Yours affectionately, 

J. W. C. 



LBTTER 139 

To T. CarUjle, Chelsea, 

Mftr>-Iand St., Liverpool, 8 July. J853. 

All right, Dear, no collisions, no nothink of a disastrous 
nature since I started on my travels. Did you hear what 
my male fellow-passenger said when 1 api»catcd to him 
about Nero? "I assure you, sir, he will lie quite quiet; 
will not give you the slightest trouble." "/ sincerely hojie 
he will not!" From that spocmien you may fancy how 
courteous he was likely to be. It was by the strongest 
protest I succeeded in keeping one-fourth of a window 
down, which, there being four of us, I maintained was my 
right. He put them holh up, the brute, without asking 
by your leave ; and would have kept thejn so all the way. 

Helen was waiting for me, and the instant the door was 
t^ned at Liverpool, Nero leapt out, tho' he had never 
stirred at any other stopping! The .sense of that Hog ! ! 
Nolxxly fli^kecl for his ticket, and I rather grudged the 
four shillings. 

They were all very glad to see me here, — especially my 
dear old Uncle. He is much changed, — inconceii'ably 
changed, in fact— for the bettor. A more beautiful old 
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man T ncvpr set eyes on! He looks eighty is age, and so 
frail that he cao hardly get across the room; but hw fa«e 
is spirituatizc^d into perfect beauty. With his blue alk 
nightcap, sitting there, you would take tiim for an old Poet 
or Divine, never for a man who had pafised hia life in bua- 
ness. I look at him with reverence, and think liow few 
grow old like that. I do not see him for long at a time; 
he tries lo speak to me, and speaking is extremely difficult 
for him. But he looks so benevolent on nie, bo content, 
80 away in another world, while yet here, that the tenrs 
rise into my throat when I look at him, and think what 
good must have lain in him always, that be can look tliua 
under liis infirmity now. Helen seems pretty well in 
healtJi, but more skeleton-like and more misshapen than 
ever. Geraldinc Jewxbury came over to sec me yester- 
day, and is lo stay till to-morrow. Helen took a bed for 
her in this street. She is the same, outside and in; she 
amuses us all with her Manchester stories, and her con- 
ftaxions of her strange feeling in seeing her new Sister-in- 
law in her place. The Sister-in-law "behaves very much 
like a lady" to her as yet; but Oeraldine thinks "her own 
sinful human nature won't let the thing go on long well." 

I wrote to Afrs. John [CarlyleJ yesterday that I would 
be with them on Tuesday. Helen accompanies me, which 
will make the journey lesa sad. I have been quit of my 
Hckneai, which neither you nor any one knows the con- 
Btant horror of. Ever since I got into motion, and except 
during last night, T have been free from toothache also. . . . 

I brought a wclge away with me in the idea my friends 
miH^t also have rattling windows; and it has done me 
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already excellent eernce. For the rest: "there cocks 
crow; hero also crow cocks!" but I Bleep thro' thtm, and 
the carte, too; and, tJiank^ God, there arc no— "what 
shall I say"— fruffs,— upon my honour! 

Ever affectionately jxnire, 
J. W. C. 

LETTER 140 

To Mr9. Russeli, ThomhiU. 

Moffat Hoase, MolTftI, ■ 10 Jul}>, 1853/ 

Dear Mrs. Russell— Just look at the date of this Notel 
I am actually so near j-ou! Ever since I came here, on 
Tuesday last, 1 have been wishing to write to you, but 
unable to make up my mind what to say. I would Hko 
much to pee you; would like to see Thornhill and Craw- 
ford ; but, Oh, dear Mb. Russell, it needs so much courage 
^ to go to these places: and I have s) little courage nowa- 
H days, I cannot yet decide to go. And at the ramc time I 

I know that if I don't, I shall blame m>-Eelf when I am back 
in England, as I did formerly. 
At all events write me a few lines to say if you bo at 
home, and if you could receive me for a day, if I went; or 
if you would come and meet me at Dumfries if I found 
M it im-pos8Q>\e to go fxuther. 

^fe I stay here till Thursday next, when I go to Scotsbrig; 

Hvid I shall be at Scotsbrig till Monday. After Ihat I am 

" all at sea,- not sure whether to go on to Haddington, or go 

right hack to London, where Mr. C. is vei^- melancholy by 

himself. Write by rettim of post, and address to "Mrs. 
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Thoman Carlyle" (my new Sister-in-law* calls herself 
Mrs. Carlyle), Moffat House, Moffat; or if it is more coa- 
venient not to write till Wednesday, address to me at 
Scotsbrig, Ecclefeclian. 

Tell old Mary that if she get no remembrance on my 
birthday, I shall be bringing it myself, or sending it soon 
after. 

Oh, dear Mrs. Russell, I wish 8orocbo<iy would Uft me 
up by force and set me clown in your room. 

Ood blew you. 

Yours affectionately, 

, Jane Carltlb. 

LETTER 141 

To T. Carlyle, ClieUea. 

MoSat Hou8«:, Thursday nigbt, U July, 1S53. 

... I started from here with a headache, in a 
pour of rain, and found Jamie, with a face of cordial 
welcome, waiting for me at Ecclofechan Station, Before 
he left home (Scotsbrig), your Mother had been out of 
bed for half an hour! . . . Her eyes had a quite 
natural look, and her colour was natural. She looked 
to me like a person who had had a bilious crisis which 
was past, and had left her cooler and calmer. She chewed 
some nice mutton chop while I was there, and said she 
hadn't felt so hungry for long. She spoke to me just as 
she used to do; indeed her faculties are as clear as yours 
or mine. The fact is, as you need not be told, that she is 
very frail, and any tittle accident, such as a pill failing, 

•Dr.Okriyle'aWife. 
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shakes her to pieces. I do not see how she could be made 
more comfortable. Her room is nicely carpeted and warm, 
and ti<iy; and «\-cry attention seems to be paid to her. 
. . . Jnmes AitJien left at the same time as John and 
I. Jean was to remain a few days, so that I shan't get 
much sUcno! I piess. 

Jane Howden writes that the Donaldsons will be quite 
glad to have me, and that if I find them too frail, "my 
own houee is as wide open to me as ever it was!" How 
would thai do? I have really some notion to go and try 
sleeping in the bedroom I used to sleep so soundly in! 

I got your Letter and tht' Books from Juinic at the 
Station. Thank you for all you have done, and all you 
intended. . . . 

I wrote to Lady A. for her Birthday; happily I "took 
time by the forelock" and wrote on the 12th, tho' 1 dated 
my letter the 13th, — otherwise in the alarm about your 
Motlter and the intention of starting immediately for 
LoDdon,y should have forgotten the memorable occasion. 

Ever yours, 

J. C. 



LETTER US 

To T. Carlyle, Chelsea. 

Marylnnd 8t,, Livorpool, Suadar, 
SI July, 18(3. 

I WM mire of it! that you knew nothing about tho 
Cab-strike* when >'ou wrote on Tliunsday. Here it has 
been the main topic of ooaversatiou siDoc Wednesday. 

* Id LoDdoB. 
Vg».II.-» 
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... If j-ou find to-morrow that the Cabs arc at work 
again, you need not mind briiigin); a Fly; if the strike 
continues, the Fly will be very welcome. At the same 
time it ia poBsible that the Fly-keepers may be making 
hay while the sun shines and exacting an extortionful 
price fnr their Fly's. In that case, just come yourself 
and help me with the luggage (I don't mean in carrying 
it), and I can walk. But I hope the Cabs will be all 
a-going again. In any case, I shall look out for the brown 
wide-awake and remain by my baggage till it come to the 
icscue. 

I have been this morning to James Martineau's Church 
— cloee by here— and heard not James Martineau, but a 
perfect blockhead whom I could hardly help ordering 
to »t down and hold his peace. All about "Virtue being 
its own reward," "with the same relish!"* "Not only 
God" he said, but (what he seemed to consider infinitely 
more important) "all people were merciful towards the 
merciful man." As if it were not plain to me, and to 
everybody of oommon-pense, that the merciful man gets 
himself made into mince-meat by "all people"— and 
scr\'es him right for being such a spoony as to expect 
any good to himself or "others" out of following (he 
profession of merqf at this time of dayl 

There never was such a stock of pens as this house 
presents, unless at Chatham Streetf- 

Hercyl I had as near as possible forgotten the one 
thing that needed to be said: 1 intend to leave by the 



* John Jpflrey'a phr&ae. 
t H«r Couain AJick Wclab'a 
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o'clock train, which reaches Eusfon Square at 7 
of the evening. Nero bids me say, not to feel hurt 
should he show little joy at eeeing you, as \m digestion 
is all dcnmgcd since he has been here, with the constant 
cruniba of "euct and plums" that fall to few share. 
When I cainc in from Church to-day, tlio' it had been the 
first hour he had been separated from me since we left 
home together, he couki hardly raise a jump. 

Ha%'C some tea for me,— nothing else. I shall eat 
at Binningham. 

Ever your 

J. W. Carlyle. 



LETTER 143 

To Dr. CarlyU, Moffat. 

CbeUttn, 'SepUmber, I85S.' 
Thanks dear John for your news of my people and 
of my old home,— God bless itt If I had known before- 
hand, I would have begged you to cell at Sunnybonk, 
where the two old ladies (the Mia; Donaldsons) would 
have been delighted to sec anybody coming from mc. 

. . . Here we are again in a cri-sis of discomfort,* as 
you know. For the last week, however, Irish labourers have 
ocasod to tumble down thro' the upstairs ceilings, bringing 
cartloads of dust and broken laths and plaster along 
with them;— ;?re times this accident occurred ! !— the last 
time within a yard of my head as I was stooping over a 
drawer. Had be dislocated my neck, as might so easily 

*Build{ag th« "sound-pToof" ttudy on the roof. 
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ba%'e happened, one of us would have been provided 
with "a silent apartment" enough, without further 
botheration. It is a fine ttnis for John Oiorlej, who has 
constituted himself the over-ruling Providence of the 
whole thing; and is to be seen running up and down 
the long ladder in front of the house the first thing of a 
morning when one looks abroad. How, with his head, 
he dare— surprises rae. Meantime neither Mr. C. nor I 
have set eyes on the silent apartment which is progressing 
60 noisily overhead. For the rest, the cocks are kept in 
the house by the washerman till about 9 in the morning, 
and our sufferings thro' them are rather of an imaginative 
sort. 

London is as empty as t ever saw it; one was thankful 
almost for the return of Plattnauer. He made the most 
particular inquiries after you and your Lady,— is leas 
mad than last year, in fact shows no mad symptoms at 
present but spending money with a rashnosal 

I hear often from Count Reichenbach. He has bought 
a large Farm within 15 miles of Philadelphia, and asks 
me questions about draining and "engines for making 
drain-tiles"; but he looks forward, X think, with secret 
desire, to a War, in which he may take part and get himself 
handsomely killed, rather than drain land in iVmcriea. 

Mazzini is in hopes of kicking up another shine almost' 
unmediately. He told me when I last saw him, he might 
go off again within ten days. I am out of all patience at 
his reckless folly. If one did not hoar every day of new 
arrests and executions, one might let him scheme and 
talk, hoping it might all end in smoke; but it ends in 
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blood, and that is horrible.— Thirteen hundred arrcsto 
made in the Papal Stales within a week! 

I am glad to hear of the Harp-p1a)-ing; it will be a 
pleasure as welt as aa amusement. Pmy remember ma 
to the Artist. 

Ever affectionately yours, 
J. W. C. 

LETTER 144 

To Mrs. Russell, TkomJiiU. 

CbebM, 'Oct., 1883.'. 
My dear Mra. Riiasoll— l^lll you kindly write me a few 
lines to tell mc how it is going on n'ilh you alt? I beard 
in Liverpool on my way home, thro' the young man who 
hati been with Dr. Russell, that he vim doing very well, 
out of all dang(?r; and on my return I vim most bappy 
to see his own handwriting on the Newspaper, — tho' still 
not 90 steady as it used to be. But Mrs. Aitken, thro' 
whom I sometimes hear of you, having been absent from 
Dumfries almost continually since I left, attending her 
Mother at Scolabrig, I have no news of Dr. Russell from 
her further; and am now anxious to know if he be going 
about again a» usual. 

What a sad piece of veork my visit to Scotland was I 
. . . AtLiverpool,however,Istaidaweek; andwould 
have been very wtAl off there, but for horrible toothache, 
which had tormented me off and on from the time I left 
London. Tlie night I came home I did not sleep one 
wink with it. In the morning before Mr. C. was up, I 
wsnt off alone to a Dentist, and bad two teeth drawn; 
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and in the evening it was found one of tlicm had be«n a 
mistake : my toothache raging on one wde exactly as before. 
So next morning I n'ent again, and had a Ihird drawn. 
All the pain brought on a bilioua 6t, which has made me 
good for nothing ever since. 

I entrusted Mrs. Aitken with a woollen article few 
old Mary, which I hope was duly forwarded to you. How 
unlucky (hat I did not see you, dear Mrs. Russell, when I 
had actually made up my mind to go there}* All good 
be with you! 

Your affectionate 

J. W. C. 

LETTER 145 

To T. Carlyle, Scolsbrig. 

CbelacA, 26 December, 1863. 

No Letter from you to-day, alas; and I suppose there 
is not even a chance in the evening,— to-day being kept 
OS Christmas, there will probably be no <'vening delivery. 
At all rates, I have the satisfaction of knowing that you 
found your Mother alive, and that she knew you. That 
will be a lasting consolation for you, however it may be 
with her now. I daresay you thought me rather cruel 
in urging you onwaril without more rest; but I knew how 
you would suffer, better than you did yourself, if by waiting 
tJU Friday you had missed her last kind look. 

Your Note came on Saturday evening. . . . No 
Letters have come for you of any moment; I send them 

"Tkornhlll, wlim Mrs. Carlylo btu! not beea liace tbeyeu 
beToTG her Molhcr'a dcalh. 
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such as tbcy are: to have to read anyUting may be a 
distraction for you in your present circumstances. My 
Letters continue to come to me all round by the Grange, 
altho' I wrote both to Auchtcrtoolj and Liverpool that 
I was come home. 

This morning I hod a Note from the Grange itself; 
Lady A. wrote to announce a "little braeclet from the 
Tree," wliich Mrs. Brookfield was bringing up for me. 
I laid the Note carefully by (aa I thought when I waa 
clearing away an accumulation of papers this morning) 
in the intention of scndti^ it; and wticn I went just now 
to the basket to take it out, I found only the envelope! 
The Note itself must liavc gone into the fire with the rest. 
But I can tell you ail that was in it: First about the 
bracelet; then that she would be "aorry to loee thf^ three 
weeks of affectiormtc greetings morning and evening that 
were to lie broken up to-day"; then tliat she Imd had a 
Note from you on your arrival at Scotsbrig, but did not 
write to j-ou, for you might be returned to Chelsea before 
her Letter could reach; lastly, how much money did she 
owe me? and that the turkey was wnt xeithcut orders. 
And there you ha^-e the whole, I think. 

Nothing has happened since the poultry waa all re- 
moved—to the laat feather — on Saturday afternoon. 
Enough of happening for mouttis to CQmel I have nTitten 
our thanks to Martin; also to Redwood, whose unfailing 
box arrived on Saturday afternoon. Welsli mutton, 
unusually small, wtiich Ann and I are quite up to eating 
ourselves; a turkey, pven immediately to Piper; a hare, 
Bent"with grateful compliments" to Mrs. Morse, at No. 8, 
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who was so civil about her poultry; and a little cheese, 
which will keep. 

A nice Haddington cake was handed in at the door 
the same day, in a bandbox with the direction in dear 
Betty's handwriting; not a word spoken, not a penny to 
payl How does Betty manage that?— I see nobody, 
Iiaviiig not told anybody as yet that I ain here. 

My only " putting up the Christmas" was the breaking 
the seal on your present, and hanging it about my neck. 
I like it BO much! and it suits my eyes capitally. I ex- 
pected a -pretty glass (I divined of course it was a glass) 
but it is a much handsomer one than I should have been 
contented with. Catch me ever wishing for any expensive 
thing before you agalnl 

. . . Oh, dear inc, perhaps you are too ill and 
miserable to care about this long Letter. I ehall be so 
anxious till to-morrow. My love to them all. . . . 
Ever yours faithfully, 

Jane W. Caklylb. 



LETTER H0 

To T. Carlyle, Scotsbrig. 

Chelsea, Thunday, ' 39 December, 1853.! 

Thanks for two letters, Dear; and excuse a short one 
in return. . . . 

Do you know, Dear, I don't like your always saying 
you are "well" in health. Nobody gets really well in 
that sudden way; and so you can only be feeling bodily 
well, either because your mind is so ovcr-Cllcd with sorrow 
that you have not a minute to listen to your seiuatvms; 
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lUSP you are in a /nwr of biliottsness which passes 
with one for trW/ncw,— till Uic reaction comes. I knew 
thai Isabcllft would make you more comfortable than you 
are ever made in any other house. She is indeed the 
kindest and politest hostess I ever fell in with. My kindest 
regards to her and Jamie. 

Chapman has given me a cheque for £20, and is de- 
sirous of printing Burm immediately. "It Is time now 
to spread a little more sail of Carlyle over the thing." 
He said you had a tom-up copy. Shall I send him Bwrmt 
And where liliall I find it? 

If you come on Saturday night you will find the painters 
cleared out. They certainly will have done on Saturday. 
The new room is much better painted than the drawing- 
room. 

We had a heavy fall of snow yesterday, which is still 
lying.— Could you not manage to sleep at Chatham Street*, 
on your way back? I am sure Sophy would be most 
ghid to .sec you, and jUick '\s there now. You might 
warn ber of your comiog.— (100 Chatham St.). 

Ever yours, 

J. W. C. 

LETTER 147 

To John Forater, Lincoln's Inn Fields. 

Chdwa, Thuradar> Jaaoary, ISM. 

My dear Mr. Forstcr— Thanks for your two Notes. Do 
pray come and sec us. We are settled here for good now, — 
our visit at the Grange having been cut abort by more 
*IIer CouBo Aiicli'a at Liv«rpooL 
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than one sorrow. You remember my poor Cou»n Heteo 
you were so good to? She died the week before Mrs. Car- 
lyle, quite ewldenly. She had a dropsy which must have 
ended her life in a few years; but she wrote to me on the 
Thursday that ahe was unusually well; and on the Tues- 
day they wrolti to mo that slw was dead of a two days' 
edd. 

Mrs. Carlyle was eighty-two; had been for months 
hanging on to life as by miracle. There was preparation 
enough for that loss, if any preparation can make the loss 
of a Mother less felt. 

After getting your first Note, T was thinking to go and 
eee you,— your devout imaginations about coming here so 
often turning into paving-stones for a place that Dr. Jelf* 
is "filled with torror and amazement" to be told is per- 
haps a myth. But the wealltcr hatl stopt whiiclcd vcliicles, 
and it was too far to walk. So do, like a good man as you 
are, come and spend a few hours. 

Affectionately yours, 

Jaxe W. Carlyle. 

I don't think Mr. C. is any wise hurt by his hurried 
vidt to Scotland; and the recollection of having seen his 
Mother at the last, and having been gladly recognised by 
ber, will be good for him all the rest of his life. 



LETTER U8 

To Dr. CarlyU, Moffat House, Moffat. 

ChdMA, Uay, 18M. 

. . . I have got the Influenza again,— caught cold 

• Ricbjird W. Jell, D.D. 
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returning from a dinner-party at the Procters' on Satur- 
day night, and am at present in the third stage of the 
thing,— the coughing and sneezing titagc. 

I saw the "Noble Lady" that night; and a strange 
tragic sight she was! dtting alt alone in a low-ceilinged 
confined room at the top of i*rocter's house; a French bed 
in a corner, some relics of the grand Bedford-Square Draw- 
ingroom (Rmall pictures and the like) scattered about. 
Herself stately, artistic as ever; not a line of her figure, 
not a (old of her dress changed NDce we knew her first, 
20 years ago and more ! * She made me sit on a low chair 
oppouto to her (she bad sent for me to come up), and 
began to speak of Edward Irving and long ago as if it were 
last year — last month! There was som(;lliing quite over- 
powering in the whole thing: the Pagan grandeur of the 
old woman, retired from the world, awaiting death, as 
erect and unyicliling as ever, contrasted so strangely with 
the mean bedroom at the top of the house, and the uproar 
of company going on below. And the Past which she 
seemed to live and move in felt to gatlicr round me too, 

* Mra. Ouiyle lutd Bent but little of tin. HoDtftgii (the " Noble 
Ladv ") for mkny fvan now. The reuon may be iDfcrrrd from 
Ibo following passage omiltud by Mr. Froude from Letter 'i ilttUtra 
and MtnumaU, i., 11), which Carlylu dntca Nov., 1S34: 

" Urs. HoDttigu liM quite Eiven us up. but wc atill find it po*- 
siblft to cany on exitit«nce. I o0voded ner by tukiag in Benity 
Baruel in tho tficth of hvr vchemont ml monitions; oDd now I aup- 
pom ahr U acain otfeuded that I ahuutd receive a disoharged servant 
of her DauKBtcr-in-law'a. I am tony ahe Nbould be wa whimnicat; 
for, aa alie waa mv first friend in London, I continue to fci-l > xort 
of tendereeaa for ner, >■> vpite of many faulte whit'h clvaw to her. 
But her Mciety can Quite rcMlily be diapenspd with, nevcrthclcsa. 
Wn have di^w aMuauHMtoes always lurnlriK up, and a pretty 
handMnic nCork of^old one*." — " Bi'»y Uamvl, " who wna the Car- 
Ivlea' eervaut for a few mouths, afterwards b'^cnmnthtt Wif^ of Dr. 
Blakiatoo, and, with her Huaband, waa very kind and helpful tO 
Ura. Culyle in her uriou* illness in the early part of 18&1. 
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till I fairiy laid my head on her lap and burst into tears! 
She stroked my hair very gputty and said, "I tlunk, Jane, 
your manner never changes any more than your hair, 
which is still black, I see." " But you too are not changed," 
I said. "You know," she said, "when I was still a young 
woman, I dressed and felt like an old one, and so age has 
not told so much on me as on most others." When I had 
staid with ber on hour, or so, she insisted on my going 
back to the company, and embraced me as slie never did 
before. Her embrace used to be so freezing always to my 
youthful cnthwiiasm: but this time she held me strongly 
to her heart, and kissed my cheeks many times heartily, 
like a mother. I was near going off into crj-tng again. I 
felt that she was taking eternal farewell of me in her own 
mind. But I don't mean it to be so: I will go again to see 
her very soon. The great gentleness vbb indeed the chief 
change in her,— not a hard word did she say about anyone; 
and her voice, tho' clear and strong as of old, had a human 
modulation in it. You may fancy the humour in which I 
went back to the Party, which was then at a white heat o( 
excitement— about nothingi 

. . . There is a great deal of talking about the Rua- 
kins here at present. Mrs. Rugkin has been taken to Scot- 
land by her Parents; and Ruskin is gone to Switzerland 
with his; and the separation is understood to be permanent. 
There is even a rumour tliat Jl/rs. Ruskin is to sue for a 
divorce. I know nothing about it, except that I have 
always pitied Mrs. Ruskin, while people generally blame 
her, — for love of dress and company and flirtation. She 
was too young and pretty to be so left to her own devices 
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as she was by hor Hunband, who .seeined to wish nothing 
more of bcr but the credit of having a pretty, wclklressed 
WUe. 

With kind rcganis to your Wife, 

Yours over, 

J. W. C. 

LETTER Ud 

To Mrs. RuBseU, ThomkiU. 

Chelae*, ' Autninn, 1854.' 
On getting jrour first I<cttcr, dear Mrs. Russoll, before 
reading a word of it, I knew it was about poor Mary; that 
it was to tell inc she was dyiug or <l('ad. , . . It ia 
well the poor old kind-heartetl creature tms had so gentle 
an end. At her age life could scarcely be a blessing; and 
yet she secmod content to liold to it, such as it was, and 
80 one wished her to Hvc. Besides, I have always felt her 
a sort of living legacy from my darling Mother; and now 
even that poor little tie l" broken, and there is one heart 
fewer in the world of those who loved my Mother and 
gratefully revered her memory. 

I have not a doubt that all was done for her that could 
be done to prolong her existence and to make her end 
soft. I have the most implicit reliance on your kindncsa 
of Iwart and on your wish also to supply my Mother's 
place to poor Mary. God bless you for all the trouble 
you have taken about herl . . . 

I We h&ve staid generally here this whole year, in spite 
of the cholera. But, indeed, what ukc is there in flying 
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fresii green places as about Ecclefechan? It was 
sad to walk out here for many weeks: in a single half- 
mile (rf etrcct, I often met m many as six funerals. 

I think I have not written to you since Mrs. John Car- 
lyle'fl d(;ath? That was a horrid business. It looked such 
a waste of a woman and child. Of course she was to die; 
j-et humanly viewed, one could not help belie^-ing that if 
she had staid at home and taken the ordinaj-y care of her- 
self that her situation required, she might have borne a 
living child and done well. But her constant excursions 
on railwa>'s, and sight-seeing and house-hunting, seemed 
to U8 often, even before the accident which brought oa , 
her mortal illness, a sheer tempting of Providence. 

I heard from my Aimt Elizabeth the other day, and 
Bhe sent with her Letter, a small Book on " Grace." They 
are indefatigable in their efforts at conversion. Kxcept 
"to convert" me, thoy seem to have no interest in me 
whatever. Mrs. Geoi^e Welsh is coming to stay at Rich- 
mond with her Son, thro' the Winter, at least. He is a 
good and clever lati, and a kind Son as ever was. I only 
wish he had more salary to be kind with. 

My kind regards to your Father and Husband. Be- 
lieve mc, dear Mrs. RuseeU, ever i^ectionately yours, 

ixnz Caiiltlg. 

LETTEU ISO 

To John Forster, lAncoln's Inn Fields^. 

Chelsea, Wednevday, ' 14 Feb., I8S5.^ 

Dear Mr. Forater— Since you will ask us to dine with 
you on Monday, it is a clear case of your being dtsen- 




MRS- ( ARI.Vl,E AND NERO 
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gaged on Monday, and at leisure. Ergo, you «m, if you 
Wee, come and dino with us here. And min't you like? 
There's a good man! It is cold weather for "a delicate 
female" to front the night air tn; and at the same time I 
am wearj-ing to see you, at "some reasonably good Id- 
Bure." So come you here Ikif time; and we will go to you 
when things are xofler. If any other day would suit you 
better than Jfonday, nnnie it; only leaving mc time to 
ask Darwin to meet >'ou, as I know he would thank me for 
the opportunity. 

Oh, Mr. Forstcr, isn't it cold? 

1 have been looking over— to read it is impossible — 
that confused cotnpilution calling itself Memoirs of Lady 
Blessingion. Of nil that is sad to think of in that poor 
kind-hearted woman's life, this last fatality of falling into 
the hands of such a Biographer pccms to me the aaddefit of 
alii What a pity but Captain Maclean's black cook had 
"carried out" bisintentionof "poisoning" this Madden! 

Yours affectionately, 

Janb W. Carlyle. 



LETTER 151 

To T. Cariyle', Farlingay Hall, Woodbridge, 

Suffolk* 

Willeiden, Satunlar. H Aut-. I8£S. 

The distance I have travelled (montaily) on that ten 

poundst is hardly to be computed in British miles! But, 

materially, I am got only so far as —"what shall I say? — 

• C«rt]rlc U now visiting Edward FUsGerald, Iruulntor ot 
Omar, etc., etc, 

t A little sift from Carlfle. 
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Wiileadcn, upon my honour ! I" . . . I "did design" 
then, for 24 hours, to start for Scotland in the Friday- 
night trajnl Travelling all night thro' the open air, alone, 
bad been my dream for ever so longi I fancied I should 
fidl into such sound, calm sleep in these circiunstances. 
I told Darwin on Thursday, and he brought me a cake of 
chocolate to eat on the journey. Neither Geraldine nor 
Ann knew what was in my head; nor did Darwin know 
I meditated going by third class, and at night. After 
parting from Darwin on Thursday, while I was taking my 
tea at half -after five, a sudden thought struck me: would 
the third-class carriages to Edinburgh really be open ones, 
like those to Brighton; and if not, what would they be 
like? Better inform myself on that point before-hand. I 
put on my bonnet instantly, and walked to Sloane Square, 
where I took an Islington omnibus and reached Euston 
Square Station in tune to see the train start at eight. Oh, 
Heavens! the third-class was a Black Hole of Calcutta on 
wheels! closely roofed-in, windows like pigeon-holes, and 
no partition to separate the twelve breaths of one com- 
partment from all the breaths of all the third-class car- 
riage! The second-class was little better; and the ex- 
pense of first-class, the' I could have perfectly well stood it, 
would have been far greater than the advantage to be at- 
tained warranted me to indulge in. So that project was 
felled on the spot. . . . 

Meanwhile Chahner's paint was killing shong; and 
our house carpetless and comfortless, and Ann in not the 
best of tempers at having to bestir herself instead of taking 
her ease, with us both out of the way. So when Mr. Neu- 
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berg came to ask me to Willcsdcn for a day or two, I was 
glad to start there and then, and sleep one night at leaat 
ia a new position. 

It is &8 charmingly frceh here, the air, as anywhere, I 
diould guess; and there are gooseberries; and when the 
young gentlemen had nia<le an end of "hollering" and 
banging and bumping overhead, reminding one severely 
of the Addiscombe footmen, tJie house was sufficiently 
quiet, and my bed was four-posted, and free of bi^s. But, 
as there is always a something, I did not get slept a quar> 
tcr of an hour together, thro' the infatuation of Nero! He 
had been struck at first sight with a grand passion for 
"Mrs. Tott-Unter's" [Todhunter's] spaniel; had galloped 
about after it all the evening, and couldn't forget it a 
moment. After we went to our room, instead of lying 
down, and going of! to sleep, he who can sleep! he sat the 
whole night with his head in the air; and as often as I fell 
asleep, he crept up and impetuously scratched my hand, 
or Bung himself over the high bed, into which he could not 
get back without my rising to lift him. "The troubles 
that afflict the just!" 

I am going home before post time, and shall send any 
Letters; but I write here, not to be hurried. To-night I 
shall sleep at home; and to<morrow I must slay at home 
all day, ha%'ing promised to give Ann a holiday, — to en- 
courage her to get thro' her work cleverly. But on Mon- 
day I shall go to Brighton, that is all the program I have 
for the moment. I may go on to Bexhill that day, or may 

ep at Brighton, or may return to sleep at Chelsea and 
'start fresh. 
V0L.U.-1 
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Vou are getting beautiful wither now surely. I hope 
you will stay longer than the week; for I am sure you 
can't expect to find anjTvhere a more comfortable host- 
Ever j-ours, 

JaJJE W. C/JtLYUt. 

Cheyne Row. Ncubcrg has made me too late; I have 
hardly had time to glanco over your Letter.— None for 

LETTER 153 

To T, Cariyle, Addmomhe.* 

CheIsM), Wpdn<!9dsr, 12 Sop., 185S. 
Such a row of bells as we got near 'London! "Doet 
thou know why the bcUs arc ringing?" asked a Quaker 
besido mc of a working man opposite. "Well, I suppose, 

* Addiiromb^, [» th« &becnee of Its oirnere, beini; placed at 
tlM Mfvion of (^rlylc tuid tiU Wife, both went (hilher un the 30th 
tl AufUSt. But Mrs, Cnrlyk found tbe place dull and tircoomc 
la tho kbaMtcu of Lady Asliburtou und oth«r lively aud eutenaiatag 
company; and, KlcRpin^ bndly, nhft gcnrmlly wrqI home for th« 
nt^l, rrtumiDg from time to tlt)i« to 8«o ttiat all wrat well with 
bor nimbnnd. 

Carlvlo ^vps an account of this rxp^ditjon to Addiscombe 
Ritd of Incir mannrr of Mr Ihvrc, in il Lialrr of 5th SiMuti-aiber, 
addressed to Mrs. Aitkra: "1 think 1 told you it wm on Thuradnv 
evening of last veok that ne came out hither; Jane by Rail, I 
ridtof. . . . Wi! arriviKl witbin few ininutt^s of rjich olhrr; 
Kot fire raiacd, Ushts kiudled, exoellant tea made; and tbe busioMa 
fairly starlrd. Jan« had Mveral amngemenls and negotlatioiM 
DMCt dav, — idle truck of HniigH^mnidi, etc., 'unable Bltoffcthcr to 
coojc,' — -out she ictlltid it all with \\vt customary glt^ntAt (clever- 
DMi); and sci-inB the tbini; nctr (ikirly in iiioiion, went on home 
■cIUd on thn Sundity morninic, prilfmng rhrlu-n with itM DMOUrcu 
01 company and Ihi' liki- to tlifHo vacant M>liludea; indeed, abe had 
■Upt very ill, poor aoul; and could hardlv get any riftht niecp here 
at all, in •pit*; of the dead nlence. 8he tins been out again lo see 
how my affair* were coing on; nlaid only a night; will retuni 
when my proviiions thrcsieQ to nm low, and procure mora, — 
probablv nfmut Mondny oeict. Poor little houM She hiui a heavy- 
fab burdeu too, in lliiH world, but atnigi^es along with irondcrful 
tmighnraB, and does not in general oiak« complaint about It." 
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tliere is something up; they were saying at the Station 
Sebastopol was took and the Utts^ans all run away!" 
Presently I had the pleasuro of reading on a placard, 
"Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah! Glorious news! Sebastopol 
in possesHOQ of the Allies!" Don't they wish they may 
keepif! 

I walked home by Lincoln'a Inn, and got Browning's 
address from Forster, who opened the door himsplf, and 
screamed at ^ght of mv ulniOEt m loud as I scrcamod at 
aght of him. I had expected only Henry.* Foratcr waa 
just five minutes returned; had come to Town to receive 
Jfacready for a day or two. He declared, "By Jove! he 
would beat you up Eomc day, and get you to dine with him 
at some tavern, somewhere." Browning's nddresB: 13 
Dorset Street, Baker Street. The quickest and most 
certain way of arranging a meeting, will be for me to go and 
see him and send you the result in a postscript in this Note. 

Nero was awoke out of a sound sleep by my rap, and 
came to the door yawning and stretching himself, and did 
not give even one bark; just looked, as much as to say, 
"Oh, you are there again, are you? Well, I was doing 
quite nicely with Ann." So there was not even "a dog 
glad at my home-coming !" 

I have boon putting the roof on your bed, and house- 
maiding \'igorously all morning. The evening I am to 
spend at the Pepoli's. 

Mrs. ^'cdgwood answers my Note to Cliarlcs Darwin. 
She, and I don't know who else, but enough to make " we," 
are to be in Town for to-day and to-morrow, and will " try 

'Ponter's vervuit. 
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to sec mc." But Mrs. Wedgwood's "try" is far frwn 
being like Macrcady's, synonoraous with "do." 

I bopc your pigeons proved a good go, and that you 
slept tilt hreakfftst tioie tlus momiDg. I slept pretty well, 
but dreamt horrors. 

I asked Ann yesterday did Mr. Piper leave any news 
this morning. "Well, no, none— nothing, I iJiJnk— only 
that that place — that Sebastopol— waa taken!" 

Ever yours, 

Jane W. Carlylb. 

Dorset Street. Mr. Browning engaged on Saturday. 
Will come, Mrs. B. thinks, to tea on Sunday. Will Bend 
word to you at Addiscombe If he can't. 



LETTER 163 

To Mrs. Russell, TkomhiUl 

Chelsea, Monday, 'Autumn, 1SS6.' (T) 

My dear Mrs. Russell—. . . I was unusually busy, 
or perhaps I should rather say, unusually idle all last 
week,— a succession of callers every day, and Ploys and 
Parties in the evenings. . . . Last week I was at two 
Plays be^des a Conjurer,— gaieties never coming single 
any more than misfortunes! 

. . . Did I e^Tr tell you that I have a beautiful 
view of Drumlaorig hanging in this room? It was done 
by Lady Ashburton, who shewc<I it to me one day, as a 
mere sketch, and I wouldn't give it her again. I wish 
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Mmc one would do mc a sketch of Templand. Do you 
know any accomplished young lady up to such & thing? 

And DOW good-b}-c. I have a sewing-woman in the 
bouse to-day, and must seek her work. . . 
Mectionately youre, 

Janb Cabltle. 



LETTER 154 

To Afrsl Ruseell, ThomhiU: 

Chdica, Friday, ' S Feb., 1855/ 

My dear Mrs. Russell— I like to believe myself inter- 
esting to you, and so I wTitc to t«ll you about my side or 
breast (for I never knew which to call it, the hurt being 
just where the ribs join the breast bone). I had made up 
my ovm mind, that after mustard blistering at it for four 
whole days, to subdue the infiammntion, there was noth- 
ing more to be done. But Countess Pepoti (Elizabeth 
Fergus) and my chief friend, Geraldino Jcwabury, made 
such long faces and prayed so hard 1 would "see a sur- 
geon," that finally I saw a turgeon,—ixaA what was worse, 
a surgeon "saw mc,"* for I had to shew him the pretty 
state into which 1 had reduced my skin with the mustordl 
He laughed at my energilic manner of carrying out a pre- 
scription of mustard; and for the rest, recommended — 
patience! which I "could not carry too far." "These 
things took a long time" (I knew that as well as be), "and 
on the whole they were best let alone" (I thought I knew 

*I, Johnny Pe«p, iaw three ahoep, 
Afid then threo aheop ww m«, «te. 
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that too). . . . Erasmus Darwin recommended bun 
in preference to Brodie or CXittlc, because "he wouldn't 
flurry rof, and wouldn't do anything merely Tor the take 
of rftttjiff";— and ^( IB just his virtue; for any complicated 
case, I would never "see" Aim again: he looks so «o/(/ So 
I was glad to have got oCF without leeches, which I have a 
wild horror of being touched by! and also that I was not 
required to ley u;),— as without plenty of walking I can't 
deep a bit— very little with it! The pain is wearing off 
gradually and rapidly within the last few daj-s; bo that 
now I can lie in any position, — Iniiced hardly feel it, — and 
believe it to have been nothing but a wniplc sprain. 

Am't you glad we are to have peace? At least people 
who shou]d know best believe in the p(!ace. My own only 
two friends in the Crimean army, Sir Colin Campbell and 
Colonel Sterling, make no doubt but that Autumn will 
see them all home. The people in the City, a Cabinet 
Minister told mo yesterday, arc getting aa wild for war 
with America as they were for war with Russia; but there 
will be more worda to that ! 

Your account of the Lann Hall* splendours amuses me 
very much. Tlic idea of that quiet little sensible woman 
having to pass her life beside a fountain in a coneer^-atoiy! 
... We bad the Daughter of the Duke of Richmond 
at the Grange when I was there, and when one wet day I 
aakcd bcr if she was going to walk in the conservatory (it 
ie the 36th-part of a mile long) she said, "Oh, dear, nol I 
put on strong shoes and take an umbrella when it rains, 
and a right long walk over the Downs. It is so much 

* Hn. Pringle'ii nisideiice, near Tborahill, Duinfrie*. 
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picasantcrl ! " Mrs. Pringle would have bcca much the 
better for a few days beade that real Lady— to learn emi' 
ilieity. 

Your affectjonate 

J. W. 0. 



Mra. Carlyle's Journal' 

Mn. Cftrlyle's Jouroft) was vritttn in two little Note- 
books, labelled "No. I'land "No. 2': respectively; the 
first of tbetse begins on the 21st of October, 1855, and 
ends with the entry for the 14th of April, 1856; and the 
Becond extends from April 15th to the 6th of July, 1856. 
Only the latter of these Note-books had been discovered 
when Carlyle was writing (in July. 1866) that part of the 
SeminiJcencM called "Jane Welsh Carlyle." 

Carlyle removed the covers from this Note-book, 
"No. 2," and introduced the leaves bodily, ut their proper 
date, into the larger Note-book in which he waa writing 
the "Jane Welsh CarlyU-," his intention evidently being 
that this part of his Wife's Journal should be rea<l along 
with his own Narrative. The pages were acwed into 
the MS. of the Rcmxnisexncea, &nd follow the words, "seek 
where I may." (See Norton's Edition, »., 203, Froude's 
Edition, U., 245.) 

When Mr. Froude published the Reminiscraca, he 
omitted Mis. Carlyle's Journal, without making any 
reference to it at all ; and reserved it for use, apparently 
at a later date in the Ldtrrt and Memorialt. 

At some date subsequent to the writing of tha Aemtn* 
isctnca, Note-hook "No. 1'! (the earlier part of Mre. 
Carlyle's Journal) was found; but there ia no evidence 
to ahow that Carlyle intended that it should ever be 
published. It bears a label in his hand, on the outer 
cover, "Mary of Hera, 21 Oct., 1855—14 April, ISSfi'Ij 
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but he has not annotated it or prepared it in any way for 
publication; and tho natural inference is that he did not 
wish it to be published. 

Mr, Froude, however, haa taken nearly all hia extracts 
trom Mrs. Carlyle's Journal out of this Note-book " No. I ". 
(over fifteen pages of print in the LeUers and Afemorimia); 
whilst he citee lc«8 than half a page from the part of the 
Journal selected by Garlyle and prepared by him for 
possible publication. 

Under these circumatanceB, I have thought it the 
better plan not to choo«c extracts from both Note-booki, 
which would necessarily be inooncluaive and more or less 
unsatisfactory, as all "extracts'* are, however fairly 
chosen, but to give one of the Note-books in full, — since 
I have not space to spare for both, were there no other 
objection. For this purpose I, of course, choose the 
Note-book selccttd by Carlyle. It follows here, without 
Buppro-don of more than a proper name or two, exactly aa 
it stands and stood when it fir^t came into my posscsaioo. 

Culyle calls Note-book "No, 2". a "sad record'!; 
and attributes the dlspiritmcnt and unhappincss of his 
Wife "chiefly to the deeper downbreak of her own poor 
health, which from this time, as I now see better, con- 
tinued to advance upon the citadel, or nervotasyslem". 
The opening sentences of the Note-book fully confirm 
the correctness of this view. 

15th April, 1856.— I um very feeble and ailing at 
present; and my ailment is of a sort that I understand 
neither the waj's nor outlookit of; so that the positive 
suffering IS couiplicutcd with dark appri-hcnsions. Alas, 
alas, and there is nobody I care to tell about it,— not 
one,— [«3or ex-spoilt child that I ami 

To keep up the appearance of being alive is just as 
much m I can manage. Ever}* day I get up with the vnsh 
to do ever bo many tilings; but my wiihia aa- no longer 
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itiment of my powers," if they ^ver wwre so! At 
the day's end I find I have merely got thro' it, btitter or 
woree, not emphyed U; all strength for work of any sort 
being used up in bearing the bodily pressure without 
crying out. I am in arrears with even "the needle-work 
of the Family." In fact, look at it wUch way I will, 
I don't see why, if I did die, I should "regret the toss of 
myself" (as Mr. Davis's beggarman said). 

16lh April.— Gcraldine and I went to-day to St. Luke's 
to witQCSs a confirmation performed by the Bishop of 
Oxford. Heaveosl how well he did iU Even / was 
almost loucficd by the tears in his vmcv, and the adorable 
tenderness of his exhortation !* 

17tli April.— Wrote a long Letter to St. Thonuu^ in 
answer to one received from him the other day,— such 
a darling Letter! (I mean his, not mine.) 

Went with Geraldine to look at the Slarlborough 
House pictiires; but was too tired aud sick to do anything 
but ^t about on chairs. Came home half-dead and lay 
on the eofa till Miss Williams Wynn came to tea; "very 
much detached"; as that lady generally is now; hithering 
and thithering among the Stump-orators of every denomi- 
nation, thrcateniogtodeteriorate intoamere dingle-doo^et 
in fact. 

* Rcpri>l''<l1y *pokc of tbU, — with such humouraod infenaooi 
gnc«; clc-scriptive, too, MS a inirrorl — T. C. 
t Ertkine of l.inlathoa.— T. C. 

J " Dinj^e-dinsln-doouo, 
Tlie ckt's »' looHie. 
The dog's i'thi^ well; 
And DWd'a away to Edlubro' 
To buy the B.iim a belli" 

Nurao takes n small spliut ot quill of half-bumt wood from tha 
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18th April.— Baked! Wcnl with Geraldine to sm the 
Chelsea Commission at work on I^rd Lucan.* Could 
not get [tear unough to heai. Hic Conuutssioncrs looked 
very sleepy and Lord Lucan very weary. No wonderl 
diaries Villicrs waa silting among the rcd-coata looking 
like Mcptustophelos. And the back or Lord Lucan'g 
head is bald; hair black. These aro all the particulara 
I gleaned. The large Hall was beautifully carpeted and 
fitted up for the occasioQ; and the table at which the 
Commissioners sat, was covered with a white table-cloth, 
aa if for tho Lord's Supper.— How sick I liave been all 
this day! — ^"Be thankful you are not in Purgatoryl" (as 
the Annandale man told liis complaining friend). 

19th April.— Wrote a businesa Letter to Mr. Adamson-t 
Dragged myself to Sloane Street^ to see Mrs. Hawkes. 
She looked more suffering than myself; and, aa usual, 
made melancholy fun of her sulT<>rings. She told me that 
Mra. Hooper, the authoress of The House of Raby, is going 
blind. Poor creature! alt her facultJes needed to make 
ends meet; and going blind! 

Read Miss X. 's new Novel, .... ^ , ^ .. all the 

evening. They call it her best book; I find it sickly and 
rather wearisome. The womlcr is that the poor young 
woman can write at all, with her body all "gone 
to smithers!" 

in. whirls it about, so th«t the nd «nd of it iiiKk«s cin'le* or me«o- 
denog ribbona (all of fire, to ibe child'i eye), Bliising or crooniaf; u 
above. No finer mniapbor Id Ibc world lo ■igaiiy lut uimlctia, rest- 
Lean, UMlwsly busy persoDt — T. C 

*Thb WH tiu) "Crimcftti (Board <tt OIGcera) Inquiry Com- 
mllt«c '' kelU at Chelsr^a Hoflpitol. 

fthc Lawyer at Uunifncs who tnaoaged Ibu Cr*i|^nputtock 
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2(Hh April {Sun<Iay).— Plattnaucr in the morning. T 
was loo poorly for walking with him, eo wo tallied intvnaieiy 
over the fire. Except Geraldioe no other callers. I fell 
atilcep while G«raldiiie was here, and again after she had 
gODel This weakness is incomprcbcnfible; if I had any 
person or tJiing to take hold of and lean my n-eight on! 

Mr. Ncubcrg at tea. But Mr. C. fled off to Bath 
House" and walked kirn out. I would advise no man to 
creep into another's favour by making himself "generally 
useful"; he is sure to get kicked out of it when the other 
has got blaei on his subsen'iency. If one do not like a man 
for what he is, neither will one ever like hira for what htt 
does for one, or givis one. Neither sliould any man or 
woman get up a ^uosV-liking for another on the ground 
of his subserviency, "obligingness," and that sort of thing; 
for when the other haa gained the end of his subserviency, 
a certain favour or at least toleration, he tires of being 
obli^ng, and sets up for himself, and complains perhaps, 
like the Colonel, t that he is " made a couvenieoce of !"{ 




*itn. Cat^ylv liereeK was cI^'itIj' uol averse to Koing to Bath 
KouoR nay more than " Mr, C" During thr few wmIk* cavcri.'d by 
this part of lirr Journal, abe was tti«K, accordiug to her own chew- 
ing, no Ira thiio four timca; beiiUIc* n visit ot (our or fire ittjra'' 
duration to Addiscomhe. And the last entry in the early section 
ot her Journal n-ailH as foUova: 

14lh April, 18&<t.—Lay on the eo(n moKt of the day fcnlinB 
'• too ill for aiiytliine." Ncvcrthdeu, towanla acveu o'clock, loot 
myw-lf iip-ctaim and drcsurst myself very fini>, and Iran driven to 
Bath House to a dioner-paTty. The TwitJirtons, Milnes, "the 
liear" lEllicc], Uoldwin Smith and Prlanc. Came home with 
virtue'* own reward In the ahape of a sore thront. My lliroal 
(airlv- madeoore by tHIinK Lord Aellburton French Criminal Trials, 
all the eri^injc, out o! a Book he hadn't i«on. He wan no uqwrUI 
And urncv he u'hb there, iniitmd of n'here he ihould have been, vli., 
in his bed, I " Celt il my duty' ' to mduss bim without letting bim 
talk. 

t Sterling. 

j Q«CHUie Cvlyle ieaU:«(l Hr. Neuberg 9ul, it <lo» not follow 
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2lst April.— I foel weaklier every day; and "my soul 
u also sore vexed." "Oh how long?" 

I put myself in an omnibus, being unable to walk, 
and woA carried to Islington and hack again. \\'hat 
agood shilling's worth of exercisel The Angel at Islington! 
It was rtcre I was set down on my first arri%-al in London; 
and Mr. C. with Edward In-ing vavn waiting to receive 
me.* "The past i^ past, and gone is gone!" 

At night I sewed a lace border on the Mexican pocket- 
handkerchief Mrs. Arbuckle gave mc, in the view of 
wearing it as a head-dress! 

22nd April.— I heard a man explaining to another 
what the Chelsea Coniniissiun was after, "They were 
trj'ing to find out, and can't, you see, for all their trying, 
find out what they have t/one and done! " Ladies take their 
crochet work to the sittings of the Committee! ! 

Not up to even a ride in an omnibus to-day. Mrs. 
Twisleton came. Speaking of a complication that some 
people had said sliould have been righted in this way, 
and some m that way; " I wonder," said tlie little practical 
woman, "that it never occurs to anybody, that in such 
cases a Uttle sellcontrol and a little sclldenial would keep 
all straight." 

Miss Farrar dropt in before tea, and meeting Mr. 
Fergus, staid the evening. 



that h« w« tind of himi On thn contrary, it (com to ufaow that 
be Mi]o)|«d hia oompkny ftud Ihoujcht him aBuSlciently entorluliiiiifc 
compnnion to wivlk with. For Ciirlylo'i mere cbnritabtc and juat 
account of hIa fricadahip with Mr. NtubBTC, see Rtminu<enctt, 
i. I9ln. 

•Irvinj WBf not nt the AnKcl. Curlyle And Dr. Carlyle met 
bcT there; aud she aun Irving in the eveuing. (See arUt, Letter 12.) 
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23rd April— The Countess* sat an hour with me in 
the morning. She is sure I "don't eai enough." I could 
not walk further than half -way to Sloanc Sciuarct Oh 
dear, Oh dear! this living merely to liv^ is weary worki 

24th April.— Soon after breakfast I went by two 
omnibuses to Hampsteod, with Kcro and a Book; and 
epcnt severftl hours sitting on the Heath, and riding in 
a donkcy-cliair. The pleasantest thing I ha^-e tried for 
Bomc time; and the fresh wind up there has revived me 
a little. 

Mr. C. told mo at dinner that the unlikeliest of living 
men to be met in the streets of London had got out of 
a caiiiflge to ffpeak to him in RccadilJy,- "an iron-grey 
man with a bitter smile; who do you think?" "George 
Rennic," I answered without a moment's hesitation. 
And it was! And, how on earth did I divine himf I 
had not a shadow of reason to believe he was not still 
Governor of the Falkland IslanditI not the shadow of a 
shadow of reason! And he was not "an iron-grey man" 
when I had last seen him. 

25th April.- While talking philosophy with Mr. Barlow 
to-day, there dro\*e up a carriage, and I heani a voice 
enquiring if I were at home, which I knew tho' 1 had not 
beard it for ten years!- Mr. Barlow I can see is trying 
to "make Mrs. Carlyle out" {don't he wish he may get 
it?). What he witnessed to-day must have thrown all 
his previous observations into the wildest confusion. 
" The fact of her being descended from ICnox had explained 
much in Mrs. Carlyle he (Mr. Barlow) hadn't {he said to 

*PepDli, once ElUaheth Fetfpx» ol Kirkcaldy. 
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G«raWmc) been able to make out." Did it eiplaio for 
him my sudden change to-day, whRU flinging my accustom- 
ed indifTerrnce and the "three thousand punclualitics" 
to the winds, I 8]]rang into the arms of George Rennie 
and kiesed him a great many times! Oh, what a happy 
mef^ting! For he wdiS as glad to see mc as I was to soc 
him.* Oh, it has done me so much good this meeting! 
My bright, whole hearted, impula%'e youth seemed conjured 
back by his hearty embrace. For certain, my late deadly 
weakness was conjured away! A spelt on my rierves it 
had been, which dissolved in the unwonted feeling of 
g^nees. I am a different woman this evening. I am 
well! I am in an atmosphere of home and long ago! 
Geoi^e spoke to me of Shandyt while he caressed Nero! 
It was only when I looked at his tall Son he brought with 
him, who takes after his Mother, that I could realise the 
UTetime that lay between our talks in the drawingroom 
at Haddington and our talk Iicrc in Chcyne Row, Cliclsea. 
—Dear me! I shouldn't wonder if I were too excited to 
deep, however. 

26th April.— All right! I slept all the better for my 
little bit of happiness: and I really am strengtliencd body 
and soul. I have walked more to-day than any day these 
two months. George said his Wife would call to-day 
to arrange a meeting at their house; but she hasn't come. 

Uy poor man of the wooden legt brought to-night 

* This Gcornt R^nni*, a youngsr Ncphow of the Engineer 
John Reiiiile, liHd been amonK the number of Miu Welah'a loven. 
Bm) fUminiietTtert. i. ?0. 

t Hts. Welsh's little dog at Haddiuglon, often mentioned in 
Ouijlc'* iiOTly LtUert, etc. 

t S«e Lttun and MmoriaU, ii. 271. 
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bis " papers" (a copy of his Grandfather's Will and other 
documents) to be examined by Mr. Chalmers. The result 
was hopeless: not a isluidow of claim on his part to 
dispute the present disposition of tbc property: and 
moreover the property is like a Highlandman's breeches. 
I gave him a sliilliog and advice to put the thing out of 
his head, which of course bo won't do. 

27th April (Sunday).— All the world has been down 
at Chelsea to-day hearing Charles Kingsley preach. Much 
good may it do them! Kate Sterling came from Aim 
here, and then Mrs. Wedgwood.— Kate came to bid me 
farewell. She will 1» Mrs. Ross whe-n we next meet, 
D. V. {there being as Vcnablcs remarked "t\co D's"). She 
went off without a symptom of emotion. Waa tliat well? 
or ill? At all rates it is well that if she hate no "finer 
■enabilitics" she docs not -prelend to any. 

28th April. — Mrs. George Keonie came to insist on 
oar dining with them on the seventh of May. Would 
aeod tbc brougham for us, and it should take us after to 
our soiree at Bath House. In short it was dining 7nade 
easy; and Mr. C. said fiQally, with inward curses, that 
"there was no refusing her." She looks verj- well, and 
was kind in her cold formal way. T had been fretting 
over the need of a tiew dress for the Bath Jlouac affair; 
but now I went after it with alacrity. George should 
see that the smart girl of his Province wasn't become a 
dowdy among London wcmacn of "a certain ag«." 

Dined at Forstcr's. The two Mr. Spcddings th«e.* 
A slow dinner. 

*J«MS and Tbomu Spedtting. 
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39th A]»i].— Walked a good spell to-day. Called at 
Bath House. 

30th April.— Walked to Alabaster's and bought a 
bonnet; and took some things to bo framed at Wataon'e, — 
Dined at the Wedgwood's. Such a large Party: "Di»- 
tinguitthed femalea" not a few! Mrs. G. said, "Mrs. 
Carlyle! I ara astx>niflhcd to meet you here; Miss Jewsbury 
told me last week she thought you were dying." "She 
was right," I said; and there our discoxirae ended. "I 
do not Ukc thee, Dr. Fell. Tlic reason why, etc." Vuliat 
is thnt quality in the skins of some women, both in pictures 
and real life, which always suggests nakedness, striptnessf 
Mrs. G., for instance, reminds me always of a sen'ant girl 
who has pulled off her gown to scrub her neck at the 
pump! 

1st May.— Such a first of May for bitter cold! All 
day in the house, shivering. Lady Stanley and her 
Mother came; and we engaged to go to Lady Stanley's 
Party on Saturday night. When I had sent off for Mrs. 
Stnwban to consult about ncw-trimming my white silk 
gown, I reminded myself of the "Bairns" of the "wee 
Wific that hvod in a shoe." 



"She went to the butcher to buy a sheep's head. 
When she came back they were all lying deadi 
She went to the Wright's to order a cofBn, 
When she came back they were all silting laughing!" 

Last week I was all for dying; this week, all for Ball 
dresses. 

15th May.— Alack! hiatus of a whole fortoJ^tl for 
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no particular reason; only a general indispositioQ to do 
anytfiing to-day that could possibly be put off till to- 
morrow. Perhaps it is a symptom of returning health 
this almighty indolence; or in it a premonitory symptom 
of apoplexy? I'm sure I don't know; and fiometimes 
don't care. 

Our dinner at the Rcnnies' was, like everyOiintj looked 
Joneard to xeitk pleasure, an entire faiturcl The Past stood 
aloof, looking mournfully do\vn on me; whilst the clatter 
of knives and forks, the babble of the gucste, and the 
tramping of waiters confused my soul and senses. It waa 
a London dinner Party, voilii tout! And the recollection, 
which I could not rid myself of, that the gentlemanly 
"iron-grey" man who as Landlord offered me "roast 
duck" and other " delicacies of the season," had been my 
lover,— my fianc/,—cncc on a time, served only to make 
mc thy and in consequence stupid. And it was a relief 
when Ruskin called for us, to go to a great soiree at Bath 
House. There I found my tongue, and used it "not wisely 
but too well." There, too, I felt myself remarkably 
well-dressed. At the Kennies' I was always pulling my 
scarf up to my throat, with a painful consciousness of 
being over-smart. 

No other Party since except a little early tea-party 
at Oeraldine's, where I met for the first time Madame 
dc Winton, authoress of Margaret and Iter Bridesmaids. 
1 have not for years seen a woman who so captivated me 
at first sight, or indeed at any number of sights. Thero 
is a charm of perfect naturalne-ss about her that is irresistt* 
ble. When she went out of the room, I felt quite last,— 
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like to cry!— I said to Gcraldine when she retun»ed from 
Boeing her off, "^Tiat an adorable wonmtil" Gcmldine 
burst out laughing, and said her (Madame dc Wiaton's)' 
remark on me had been, "I could adore that woman!" 
— ^I mi^it well let) Mr. Ross* when he spoke of his first 
"remarkably disagreeable" impression of myself: "of 
course, these things you know are alwa>'S mulualt" I 
must aee her again; tho', chi saf [who knows?]. 

Thomas Erskinc writes to me that poor Betty [Braid's] 
Son is dying,— her only Son! Another reason why I 
should make an effort to get to Scotland this Autumn. 
The sight of "her Bairn" might comfort her a little. 

Mr. Kmghton told us last night Uiat when Sir Charles 
Napier was about going to India, a person was dispatched 
to his house late one evening to tell him it was of th« 
greatest importance he should start soon. "When did 
he think he could be ready?" "Let me see," said Sir 
Charles, taking out his watch, "what time is it now? 
Well, I can be ready in half an hour. Will that do?" 
And he spoke in perfect good faith. The messenger 
smiled and told him he believed a fortnight hence was 
as soon as he was expected to go. What a capitAl man I 
It reminded me of niy Father, who was just as prompt; 
nay, would probably have said, "in a quarter of an hourl" 

16th May. — Remarkable for being the day of my 
teamd Oratorio! Oh, goodness me! how my sensibility 
to music must have diminished, or how my sense of " the 
fitness of things" must have increased, «nce my /trs( 
Oratorio in Edinburgh old Parliament House! Jeptka's 

* Kkl« Sterlinc'i fiati^/ mud future Huabaod. 
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AnvJUo*, in the Parliament House, earned me w&y, 
»WBy into the spheres! At the first crasJi of the Chorus, 
I rveollcct a sensation as of cold water poured down my 
back, which grew into a positive physical cramp! The 
Memah at Exeter Ilouse, tho' perfectly got up,— "given" 
they call it, — left mc calm and critical on my rather hard 
bench; and instead of imaginary cold water, I felt stifled 
by the real heat of the placel Geraldinc smd her siater, the 
"religioiw Miss Jewabury," in contradistinction to Geral- 
<toe,— wouldn't let her go to the McsstaA when a girl, 
because "people," she thought, "who really believed tn 
their Sa\'iour, would not go to hear singing about him." 
I am quite of the religious Miss Jewsburj-'s mind. Singing 
about him, n-ith shakes and white glo^'es and all that sort 
of thing, quite shocked my religious feelings,— tho' I have 
no religion. Geraldinc did a good deal of eviotional 
weeping at my side; and it waa all I could do to keep 
myself from shaking her and saying, "come out of thai! " 
For my share, I was more ia sympathy with the piper's 
cow; 

"The cow considered wi' hersel' that muac ne'er 
would fill her; 
Gic me a lock of wheat straw, and sell yer wind 
for siller!" 

Such a set of ugly creatures as the Chorus women I 
never did sect I grew so sony for them, reflecting that 
each had a life of her own; that x>erhap3 "somebody loved 
that pig"; that, if I had had any tears in me at the 
moment, I should have cried for them all packed there like 
herrings in a barrel, into one mass of sound! 
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I am afraid it is a truth, what Madame Malhere the 
Milliner said of me to Gcraldine: " Vraiment, votre omile] 
Madame Garlyle, est trop dif [f] idle! "* 

17th May.— Kate Sterling's marriflgc-day, poor girl, 
and it has thundered, aad it has hailed, and it has poured I 

My most interesting occupation reading Palmer's 

Trial.t 

18th May (Sunday).— Mme. de Winton came to limch 
here by invitation. Mr. C, being to epcnd the day at 
Addiscombe, I had "taken the liberty" of inviting her. 
Perhaps I ehall go this Summer to visit her at her castle 
in Wales. She has asked Gcraldine and me for a long 
vi^t. Geraldine came with her and staid all day; and 
we had Mrs. Munro, Mr. Tait, Edward Sterling and George 
Cooke here all at once. Now there is not a sound in the 
house but the ticking of the clock: Ann out, and Mr. G. 
Dot to be home till to-morrow. 

29th May.— Day of the celebration of the Peace. 
Nothing written here, then, since the 18th! And yet there 
has been " nothmg particular to prevent me," only general 
debility and despair! only! 

I went to Richmond one day, and caught a fresh cold 
which has made an inroad on the poor strength I had left; 
80 that I have been, and still am, little up to "distracting 
myself" with walking and vifliting. Old Mr«. Dermot 
said to mc the other day, when I encountered her after 
two years: "Yes, Ma'am, my Daughter is dead; only Child, 
house and everything gone from me; and I assure you 

* Truly, your friend Mr*. Carlylc ii loo bkrd to plcuel 
t Wife poiioner.— T. C. 
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I stand up in the world as if it wasn't the world at all 
any more!" I imdcrstaiid that odd expression eo woUl 

Palmer is convicted after a horridly interesting Trial 
htfiting twelve days. From Bret to last he has preserved 
the most wonderful coolness, forcing a certain admiratioo 
from one, murderer tho' he be !* Mr. Barlow says "nine- 
tenths of the misery of human life prorocds, according to 
his observation, from the Institution of Morriagel" He 
should say from the demoralizatioD, the desecration, of 
the Institution of Marriage, and then I should cordially 
agree with him. 

Colonel Sterling is returned for good. May he be 
happy with his friends and they with him! For me, I 
am no longer his friend; and alas, for him, neither am I 
his enemy: I am simply and honestly indifferent to him. 

Went, well mufBed up in a cab, to Bath House to see 
the Fireworks; and saw them as well as they could be 
Men. But of all spectacles Fireworks arc the most un- 
satisfactory to me; the uppennost feeling is always "what 
a waste!" of money, of time, of human ingenuity and, 
labour, and of —means of dejitruction! Tlic spectacle while 
it lasts, gratifies no sense but the eyesight; and then it is 
80 tranatory; and there remains of it Nothing! Francia 
Baring stud, every rocket that went up, the only reflection 



*Proni thia point to the and of the parAgrAph, ia printed in 
Lrlttr* aitd Mfmonal*, ii., 273. It forms a icood cxnmplc of how 
unfftir Bod miHlcodins it often i* to quote a, pnaitagi- without ita con- 
text. For, standing by itaolf, the eiiract will convey to the reader 
the iinpri^BBiua that Mr*. Carlyle ia rvfcrrin^ lo her own experlcBM 
of Harriuo; but the eontrxt clearly iJion'H Ihnt ahe ttnd Mr. Bar- 
low are dueuaainip the Inaiitution of MHTrlsRo Kith rpferpiico to 
Palmer, who had jutit been found euilty of poiaoning his Wife to 
WKire posKMioa of her UfH-iuaumnco poUcyl 
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he made to himself was, "there goes half a crown!" Mr. 
Carlyle compared the Fireworks to "Parliamentary El- 
oquence." The thing that pleased me most m the whole 
bufflness was a clear broad light that from time to tune 
spread over the street underneath, and the swann of 
people in it and the neighbouring buildings, and the 
d^non-hke httle figures moving about in the Park, kind- 
ling the Fireworks. It was a thing to paint, if one had 
been a Cuyp. 

30th May.— Too coW "for anything." Mrs. George 
(Welsh) here in the forenoon; and Mr. Gaskell later. 
Dr. Carlyle presented himself at tea-time.— A most useless 
tiresome day. 

Slst May.— Countess Pepoli came at twelve, "with a 
fly" and her Sister's footman to boot; and invited me 
to a drive about the streets. I went and wuted at various 
shop-doors while she did her shoping. 

1st June (Sunday).— Mr. A staid a long while 

telling me all about himself. But that is a sort of thing 
I am getting used to, and which every woman must get 
used to, I suppose, when she has become elderly decidedly. 
When I was young and charming, men asked me about 
myself, and listened with interest real or pretended to 
whatever I pleased to tell them. Now they compensate 
to themselves for the want of charm in my company by 
using me up as a listener to their egotism. A woman 
who will accept and exploit that r61e may still exercise an 
influence, — of a sort. And if she cannot do without in- 
fluence with men, she had better accept it. For myself 
I think the game isn't worth the candle. At least* that 
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is my profound belief to-night after my dose of Mr. A 's 

early diflicuIUos with an unimcUcal Father and au ill- 
tempered Step-mother, and an uns^mpathising public. 

The man whom ewrybody calls "George Cooke" 

eaiDe as Mr. A went; and he, to do him justice, talkod 

very pleasantly od "things in general"; but then, it was 
only bis second visit, and he had etill to make his place 
good. He staid two hours and a half! not busy it would 
aecml— 

6th June.— Lunched at Darwin's, who drove me to 
call at Mrs. Rennie's and Lady Broke's.* 

IStJi June.— Another brcaki On the 7th we went to 
Addiscombe and staid till the llth. The (ilacc iu full 
bloom and her Lad>'ship affable. Why? What is in the 
wind now? As usual at that beautiful place, I ooulda't 
sleep. 

Lost Sunday George Rennic called. We talked about 
frayer (the "impertinence" of it according to Geoi^); 
about Pahncr, finally "launched into eternity," as the 
phrase is; and about the prospects of War with America! 
Nice topics for dear friends meeting after a dozen years! 

This morning (the ISth) I got up with a detenninatioa 
to "make an effort," at least; and achieved a short walk 
before breakfast. Sorted about in drawers and presses. 
I am like the old Manchester woman who "could never 



• Don't know her.— T, C. In th« entry for Oct. 31, Mr*. Car- 
lyle lavn thnt iibi> hnd had an invitation from Ibia LuAy; and add*. 
" I had (o wril« a refuNiI, liowever. Mr C. is ' Dcith*r to hold nor 
bind' wb«ii I mnlcc nrw ar^iUHiDtttai'ta on my own t>iisi(, howerct 
UDesc«pt ton tibial the pvrtiou may be; and ihi'tn wrra other rea- 
BOna ' wnicb it may be interesting not to iilat«.' " Mr. Kroude print* 
port of the gcotcace, but omite all about tb« "oilier rca«oaa.': 
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kneel down comfortable to say her prayers till she bad 
swept the floor and whitened the hearth, and given herself 
a good wash." The firet tMng with me always, when I 
take a notion of living a more purpose-like life, is to make 
a general redding up of my drawers and presses, etc.! 

Dined at the Fepolis',— a Mr. Hughes and Mr. Fergus 
the only company. 

19th 3\me.—Ba]ced,—mik interruptions. First dear 
Uttle diamond-€yed Mrs. Twisleton came to say good-bye 
for the season. Then Mr. Barlow. Both these etad 
beautiful things to me— things equally "flattering to my 
head and hort"; but no flatteries sHck just now. It is 
as much as I can do' to let alone answering hke Mr. C.'s 
Father, short and grim, "/ don't believe thee!"* 

Dined at old Mr. Kichardson's, — a pleasant Party as 
Parties go. The Milmans, Aldersons, Lord Minto (eyes 
much too close). Dr. Lushington, and a good many m- 
telligent-looking men dropt in after dinner; besides Mary 
Stanley of Crimean notoriety (a very considerable of a 
goose, I think); and a Miss Luahington, whom I asked, 
"who is that old gentleman who talks in such pathetical 
tonra, they call him Judge of the Ecclesiastical Court; 
but what is his name?" "Oh, that is my Father!" Ah! 

20th June. — A thunder-showery day. Did some trifle 
of needlework; and finished Laporte's "Memoirs of his 
Valetship." A short walk with Geraldine. A call from 
Darwin.— Oh, I had nearly forgotten the one bit of ami- 
ability I have done for weeks: I wrote a Uttle complimen- 
tary Letter to Miss Kelty, the imseen old governess who 
* See ReminiKtnett, i. 8. 
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mo from timo to time s tittle Book "all out of her 
own head." Poor loneJj" old souH This time she has 
burst out into Poems! " Waters of Comfort," so called. 
For the "Comfort" it may be strongly doubted; tk>' 
nobody can deny the "Water." But the fact of a lonely 
old Ex-governcas pouring herself out in Waters even only 
meant to be "of Comfort," at an age when most of us 
harden into flint, or crumble into dry dust, is of itself 
beautiful and tuucliing. And I wrotA to tell her this, 
as I know ehc ia very sensible to sympathy. 

21st June.— The Countess (Pepoli) made me a tierj 
morning call, and a very kind one. She is a true-hearted 
woman, Elizabeth Pepoli, and 1 am very wrong Dot to 
cultivate her more. 

As she took her departure a message came that " Miss 
Jewsburj' and tJie Bishop were waiting for me," Oh, 
my staral how baring is this intrigue witJi nolliiag in it 
of anything that constituted an intrigue but the mystery! 
boring and ridiculous! If Mr. C. Imd let the poor old 
ugly man come here in jxtace,* I might have sewed while 
he staid, or otherwise enlivened our talk. We went all 
three for what the people here call "a ride on the water 
in a steamboat." Landing at Paul's Wharf, we were 
caught in the rain, and / returned by myself in the cabin 
of the next boat, — preferring being stifled to being soaked, 

t under the circumstances. Dished for the reel of the day. 
22nd June (Sunday).— Safli, George Rennic and his 
an 
or 
tio 
: 



'Alas, I didn't binder him to come; but b« wkn (nnd Mill \m) 
tinbeautiful to mo coosiderntity, in body and mind I Is in parftlT-ais 
or wmi-paralysi> now (180(1), after te-mftrryinz (rich, rslljcr <iun»- 
tiotwble widow of three Uti*t>uidl)i which tank him liei«, without 
aM of mine— T. C. 




106 New Letters and Memorials of 

Son, Geratdine, George Coolce and Edward Sterling in tlie 
forenoon. Dr. Carlyle, W. AUingham, Tom Taylor and 
his Wife, and Geraldine (agun) in the evening. If that 
isn't society enough for one day! 

To-day is the first time I have felt natural with Geoi^ 
Rennie ; the presence of Cieraldine helped to give me posses* 
taon of my present self. He looked at me once as if he were 
t.Tiinlting I talked rather well. In the old times, we never 
thought about how one another talked nor about how one- 
self talked! One had thin^ to say, and said them, just. 

23rd June.— Did a little mending. Called at Bath 
House; Ladyship "gone in the carriage to Addiscombe." 
Called at Grosvenor Street; Ladyship "gone in the car- 
riage to Norwood." Came thro' Wardour Street and 
Bung away eighteen shillings on a piece of nonsense! 
Mr, Barlow left me a pretty German Bible in my absence. 
Miss Farrar told Geraldine to-day that whenever she 
mentioned my name to the Colonel [Sterling], his ex- 
clamation was, "If she would only leave me in peacel 
I desire nothing but that she would leave me in peacel" 
Can there be a phantom of me haunting the poor man? For 
as for my living self, I have left bjm in the most unmiti- 
gated peace these three months! Taken no more notice 
of him than if he were dead and buried! He has dropt 
into the place in my mind appropriated to "shot rubbish"; 
and may tie quite undisturbed there for any chance there 
is of my raking him up!* — 

'Continued so to the end; a very abstruse, abrupt sort of 
man; worthy at heart, but not without anobbisms, etc.; had 

S'ven Bome oSence or other, which proved final. John Sterlinf's 
rolherj grown very rich and tat.— T. C. 



FACSIMILES (ilightlf reduced). 



#^tt,*.^ **-»«,^ a<A^-^ i^*»«. 






■■^A^ ^.--?»r *--«■ '^^ .Sa-»<..fc,y* i5^~ 



A Afc of Mn. Carlrlc'i Jo«Bn*L 
iC/h9^ , Z'^''Ulv«A , /« 3 fc - iMoiption on "SwW Reoitw." 
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Itn June.— At Kensington Palace to sec the old 
Genuan Picture. Mr. and Mrs. Darlow had assembled 
quit£ a Party. Wc had tea after, some of us, in Mr. Bar- 
low's apartments. Mrs. Grove, whom I there met for the 
first time, drove Oerddine and me home. At eight Mr. 
C. and I went to a small very Family Party at Lady 
Charlotte Portal's. I like that Lady better than any 
aristocratic young lady I have yet seen. She has a sort 
of look of what I remember of my Mother in my childhood; 
complexion like a rose-leaf; but her eyes are poor in 
comparison with my MoUier's. She is a decidedly /lunum 
woman. She said, "I can't speak to Lady Q.; it isn't 
that I am afraid of her cleverness. I have known cleverer 
people that did not produce that iinprcs«on on me; but 
if I were merely wishing to say to her, ' 1 have enjoyed my 
vtnt,' or, 'thank you for your kindness/ it would stick in 
my throat." 

27th June.— Went with Geraldino to Hampstcad, pre- 
ferring to be broiled on a Heath to being broiled in Cbcyne 
Row. Dinner at The Spaniards, and came home to tea, 
dead weary and a good many .<!hilling8 out of pocket. 

28th June.— Dined at Lord Goderich's with Sir Colin 
Campbell, whom I hadn't seen for some fifteen years. 
He is not much of a hero that. In fact heroes are very 
scarce, 

29th June (Sunday).— Nobody but Gcraldine this 
afternoon. In the evening I was surprised by the ap- 
parition of Mrs. N^ewton, just arrived from the East. 
Nobody need complain now that she looks "too handsome 
and Uuly-likc" for her calling. She is ns like a "monthly 
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□uisc" as if she had been born aiid bred to it! Stout, 
coarse, active-looking, and with od eye tltat struck fire 
when speaking of her "enemies." 

30th June.— Lunched with Mitu Willkma Wyno; and 
then to Stokes to get a tooth filled. He spoke to me 
<rf Mrs. T.'s marriage, on which Annie Farrar had been 
strangely communicative to him. I expressed my disgust 
at selling onesdl so duap. "Ah, yes, Mrs. Carlyle," said 
the Dentist, "but you are a lady of such exquisite feelingi" 
At the moment, he was probing the nerve of my tooth! 
1 wanted to say, "Oh, yes; my feeling is exquisite enough 
just now indeed!" And my mouth was gagged with his 
fingers! 

Ist July.— Went in an omnibus to Coutts's Bank to 
pay my rent. Returned on foot, stopping in Pall Mall 
to pay the Fire Insurance. "How provoking it is," I 
said to tlic man, " to be paying all this money e\'ery year, 
v^D one never has anything burnt." "Well, Ma'am," 
said the man, " you cao set fire to your house, and see how 
you like it!" 

Called at Mrs. Farrar'e and beard a good deal of in»ii- 
ccre 8])ecch,— about the Colonel (Sterling), etc 

At two Parties this evening. 

4th July.— Called for Mrs. Montagu, who is "breaking 
up" they say; but her figure is erect and her bearing 
indomitable as ever,- "the noble lady" to the lostl 
Drowning came while I was there, and dropt on one knee 
and kissed her hand, with a fervour! And I have heard 
Browning speak slightingly of Mrs. Montagu. To my 
mind Browning is a considerable of a "Quff of feathers," 
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In spite of his cleverness, which is undeniable. He kisseJ 
ff^ hand too with a fervour; and T wouldn't give sixpence 
for lus regard for me. Heigho, what a world of \'ain show 
one walks in! How cold and hard I get to fc^l in itl 
Sir Colin Campbell came in the evening; and even be, 
great Crimean hero, left me cold. "Simple" they call 
him. I don't believe it. He is full of soft soudcr as 
an egg is full of meat! 

5th July.— Spent the forenoon reading in Battersca 
Fields. In the evening alone, as usual; a very sick and 
sad day with me, like many that have gone before, and 
many that will come after, if I live to the age that the 
Prophetess foretold for me, seventy-two. 



Mrs. Carlyle's Note-Book. 

The following is a selection of passages from a little 
Note-book kept by Mrs. Carlyle, during her residence m 
London, (or jotting down addresses, phrases, witty say- 
ings, cxccrptit from books she was reading, and mem&rabiHa 
of various kinds. 

It is better living on a little than out-liviog a grcok 
deal. 

To endeavour all one's days to fortify our minds with 
teaming and philosophy, is to spend so much on armour 
that one has nothing left to defend. 

The worst of crosses is never to have \\sui any. 

Woe to the house where there is no chiding. 

If the brain sows not corn it plants thistles. 
f God help the rich, the poor con beg. 
fTbe Devil tempts others; an idle man tempts Uie Devil. 
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He who will stop every man's mouth muflt have a great 
deal of meal. 

\STien Orpheus went down to the regions below, 

Which men are forbidtlen to see, 
He tuned up his lyre, as old Histories slicw, 

To set his Eurydioe free. 

All Hell stood amazed; that a mortal so wise 

Should rashly endanger his life, 
And venture so far; but how vast their surprise, 

When they found that he came for his Wife. 

To find out a punishment due to his fault 

Old Pluto long puzzled his brain, 
But Hell had no torment sutlioient, he thought, 

So be gave him his Wife back again. 

But pity returning soon melted his heart, 

And pleased at his playing so well, 
He look back his Wife in reward of his Art, — 

Such charms has music in Hell I 

Hunting happiness is like chasing sparrows to lay salt 
on their tails. 

Ears are given to men as to pitchers that they may be 
carried about by them. 

No, never confirmed; but I have been vaannated. 

Did you understand the sermon? Wad I hae the pre- 
Bumption ! answered the old Scotehwoman. 

A labourer's enjoyment at Church: "I sits me down, 
and lays my tegs up, and thinks o' nothing." 

Paddy's rule: Keep never minding. 

He that hath friends has no friend. 
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I tnist to no Creed but the Compass, and I do unto 
every man iw I would be done by. 

I scorched my intellect into a cinder of stolidity. 

No. 4 says, " That her only comfort is in knowing of 
three or four young women who arc in worse affliction than 
even hers." 

Our Deptford IIoiisem:ud stud: "One thing the English 
are admirable for: they sljcw great respect for their dead, 
as long as they have them, at least. I mean in the way of 
burying them. They really do them ncati even poor folks. 
And I think there is nolbiug nicer than to see people neatly 
buried!" 

"And I can assure you, mem, she got justice done her; 
DO cost was spared; he buried tier beautiful!" 

Helen Mitchell (Servant): "I would rather live angle 
all my life than be married to a safl taty (Anglux, soft 
potato), as sue mony men are, and women, too, — nothing 
in the worl' in them but what the spoon puts in!" 

Helen, again: "And for a Letter-writer, there was no- 
body like her; her Letters were so beautifully worded that 
one wondered how human liand could have done it! they 
might just have been copiedf 

Curious distinctions. I: "Are you better this morn- 
ing, Helen?" Helen: "Oh, yes; that is, my head's better, 
but I'm awfully ill mysd't" 

One may see day at a little hole. 

It'a a Bin to belie tJie Devil. 

Tell me with whom thou goest, and I'll tell thee what 
thou doest. 

He cannot say shoo to a goose. 
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Ab lasy as Ludlam's dog that leaned his head against a 
wall to bark. 

As busy as a hen with one chicken, 

A man hath no mora goods than ho gctA good of. 

"We are neither Christian nor heathen; I and my 
comrades have no faith hut in ourselves, our strength and 
the luck of victory; and with this faith we slip throu^ 
sufficiently well." 

One Paisley weaver to another, on looking round him 
on the top of Ben Lomond; "Eh, Geordie man, the works 
o' Natur is deevilish!" 

Breaker of the Portland Vase to the Judge: "What- 
ever puniahment is inflicted on me, I shall have the conso- 
lation of feeling that it has been richly deserved." 

Helen on the Letter-opening question: "They're surely 
no sae particular now as they used to be; it is a most 
awfully debauched thing to open Letters." 

"As late I came thro' Lewis' woods 
A Possum passed me by; 
He curled bb tail and feared the Lord, 
ButAtwhegim'datll" 

"Do you remember any inatancc in the Bible of a beast 
having spoken?" "Yes; Jonah said unto the whale, 
'thou art the man'!" "Oh, no, — it waa the whale said 
unto Jonah,' almost thou persuadcat me to be a Christian.' " 

"I assure you I sometimes think that tiad I the wings 
of a dove, I would spread them and fly away to some place 
where I should get leave to eat like a Chri.<itianl" (Poor 
Mre. , while on diet; actually said.— T. C.) 



J 



Jane Wdah CarlyU 



118 



"Aye, aj-e, it's weel to be seen that the black coo never 
Btampit on her foot yet," 

"At the marriage of Abdallali and Aninia (Mahontct's 
parents), two hundred virgms of the tribe of Koreish died 
of broken hearts." 

Heleo: "I am sure it must have been quite a treat to 
the flanneh to get one day of drought." 

"Horrible to have one's cat come home with oDe'a 
neighbour's parrot in its moutli!" 

Englishman an<) Lablaclie (the gigantic Opora-^nger). 
Englishman: " Beg pardon, Monsieur, I thought Tom 
Thumb lived here" (had been hoaxed to call there for 
Tom). "Oui, Monsieur, c'est moi." "Vous, Monsieur? 
Non: Tom Thumb be a very small man." "Quo voulca- 
vous. Monsieur? Qiiand on est chez soi on ne sc gene pasi" 

"Politics have made a gre-at change on Mr. Disraeli; 
formerly he uiicd to take much pleasure in the society of 
virtuous females, and now he talks to nobody but me." 
(Reported saying of Mrs. Dizsy.— T. C.) 

All scumble men that I have ever heard of take thdr 
meals with their wives, and then retire to their own rooms 
to read, write, or do what they have to do, or what best 
pleases them. If a man is a foxhuntcr, he goes and talks 
with his huntsmen or grooms, and very good company 
they are; if he is a tradesman, he goes into his shop; if a 
Doctor, to his patients; but nobody is such a fool as to 
morder away his time in the slip-slop convciBatton of a 
pack of women. 

" It's no an easy thing, mem, to go through the world 
without a head" (i. e. Iiusbaud). 
voi.u.-a 
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" Before other people, never flatter your wife, nor Blight 
her."— Cardan. 

"A woman left by herself, thinks; too much caressed, 
suspects; therefore take heed." — (The same.) 

"Deeds are masculine, and words are feminine. Letters 
are of the neuter gender." 

"If you hate a man, thoi^h only in secret, never trust 
him, because hate is hardly to be hidden." 

"Delay is the handle to denial." 

"I was going to have been scarce of fodder when by 
great good luck one of my cows died."— James Yorstoun. 
(Revd. of Eoddam; excellent chess-player, excellent, sim- 
ple and ingenious man.— T, C.) 

Butcher: "Is it an old cow?" Mr. Yorstoun: "Yes, 
Sir, the cow is old, very old." . 

"I see na how he covM insult thy Wullie sae lang as he 
keepit his hands off him. " (Mr. C.'s Father.) 

"Bad luck to the day that I bore ye, and I wish that I 
had never rarcd ye! Ye'er little like Katie MacGrah's son 
that came home wid the time o' day [a watch] in his pocket!" 
(Dumfries Irishwoman to her son, on his returning from an 
ujtsuccesaful tramp in England. — T. C.) 

"Him never will return again to we, 
But us will surely sometime go to he!" 

" Here lies the body of Martha Glyn 
Who was so very pure within 
She quite broke thro' the e^ of sin, 
And hatched herself a Cherubim!" 

What fabric of lady's wear describes Lord Palmerston's 
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Parties? Ans. — Muslin de l^n (Mtizsltn^ Delane, Editor 
of the Times). 

When does a man really ill-uae his wife? Ans. — When 
he plays the Dickens witli her. 

What is ttiQ shortest way of fattcoitig a lean baby? 
Ana. — ^Throw it out of an up-stairs window, and it will oomc 
down plumft. 

Alexander M'Craw, wlio maintained that punctuality 
was tlic thief of time, as proerastioation was the soul of 
business. 



LETTER 15» 



To Mrs. Russell, ThomhiU. 



AucbtPrtool Mnnw, Kirkcnldy, 
Wednesday. '30 July, 185B.' 



My dearest Mrs. Russell— I am quite sure of being in 
Scotlaod now; for lo, and behold! I am here at Auehtcr- 
tooll And if ever a poor woman was thankful to see her 
own Land and her own people again, after long and weary 
exile, it is // 

We left London, as I predicted we should, "quite 
proniiscuously" at the last. Lady Ashburton was going 
to her Tlighland Shooting-quarters, and engaged the great 
big Railway-carriage called "the Queen's Saloon" to lake 
her to Edinburgh. So having lots of room to gparp, slie 
offered one day to carry" both Mr. C. and mc along with 
her free of all trouble and expense; and the offer was both 
too kind and too convenient to be refused. Only we had 
"terribly" short time for packing and preparing. 
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We staid over night at a hotel [in Edisburgh] mth the 
Ashburtons; ami then they went north, and I came over 
the water to Auchtortool,— Mr. C. accompanying mc, for 
A twenty-four hours' stay. 

Oh, Ricrcy! into what freshness and cleanness and 
kindness I have pltmiped here! out of the amouJdcr and din 
and artificiality of I/ondon! It has been hke plumping 
down into a bed of rosc-Ieavea with the d^-w on them! My 
Couniiis arc so kind I and the only thought that cotiios to 
Bpoil my enjoyment is, that I must go back to London 
eome time, — cannot get staid liere forever! 

TTiis Note is only to tell you I am in Scotland, dear 
Mrs. Russell,— -not to t«ll you tvhen T shall be at Thornhill, 
according to your kind invitation which came so oppor- 
tunely when I first thought of coming north. They ex- 
pect me to make a long visit here, and I am so glad to rest 
quietly awhile to recover from the fatigues, not of my 
jouracy,* which were ineonsiderablc, but of the London 

•Mr. Froude (Lilr.iv., 1B1> iiiaki-a a moBt doli^rul ftnd harrow* 
ing vtory of Utn. Catlylf'a hanlshinii nad ill-ii^nge on thia journey 
to ScoUstid. He wen chftrni-a Laify Ashburloa n'itli wunt of 
etiquelle in nllowin^ Mnt. Carlylo to ride in the compnrtmrat olT 
the Sniooa niong with Cnrtylc nnd the Family Doctor I Bui Mr. 
Froude adiiiito that notvnbry Mrs. Carlylu "rboie to have tt «0." 
If thin wu thv am (ond it ia mom than likely that it wa8, eoa- 
■IderinK Mrti. Cnrlylc's well-known preference for ^Dtlemcn'a 
Bocicty\ then «lnil need was there for coromitcrnting her snd cam 
and hlnrainR Lnily AKhbiirton for breath of MiqtielteT It wm 
Kurely more politic to uMow Mru. Carlyle to bare h«r choice of 
wbcrc abc ahould ride than to have tnntled on bcr riding in tba 
Saiooa a|[tijn«t hor wishes. 

Mr. Froude derived bin information about thin joumev oolely 
from Cartyle'a ««mini"«ftiCM (i,. 20ft): but in citinK from Onrlyle'a 
deaoription, h« 8uppr«M<;a the all-important statement that Lady 
Aahburton wna, nl the lime, in very poor health, — "much un- 
well," "ttat or lay in lh« Sninon," lire Carlyto's words; and alie 
died in May folJowiiiK. l.'nder thiTW? rirrumstancee, Mrs. Cnrlyle 
would nnttirnllv pr/ffr to ridn in thi^ (ienllcinen'a com purl mcnt, 
where Hhe would at toaat be out of trigbt of suffering and able lo 
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Uummcr. Then I have to visit the dear old Miss Pnnald- 
eons at Haddington; and finiah all off I have to do and sec 
in and about Edinburgh, before going into Dumfriesshire, 
as I fihall return to London by the Carlisle Road. 

Oh, my Dear, my courage fails me when I Uiink of 
finding myself at Thornhill— at Crawford— but I will 
make myBcIf go; and oucc there I shall be glad I did not 
reject a pleasure (tho' a sad one) for fear of the pain ac- 
companj-ing it. And it will be good to think of after. 

Arc you going from home anywlicrc? for I could, of 
course, arrange my movements otherwise, if it did not 
suit you to receive me for a few days some three or four 
or five weeks hence, and would suit you better sooner. . . . 

tnkp part in tivHy couvcnuition, rath'^r ihnn in th« SalooD with an 
ailing Lud^; uiid Lady Arililjurtoii, insU'tid of bdng blamed for 
want n( utiaunttc, dr-icrvci the Uiglirjil credit for hcrlcindocM slid 
g«i)«TOslt]r In allowing Mrs. Carlyle to hiivv her own way- iihe 
might very luitiirnlly liave CKprcU-d trom hnr Eucit Komc little 
alien tioiia during l)i« Jounit'y, u-liidi muHi. have IJeon a trying on« 
for au invalid. Al any rate lliv arrangtmifot nevnia to bave auU«d 
both ladin; and Mr. Protidn miicltt well have upared hiii rondo- 
leoMS nitb Un. Carlyle', aod i-siKioijtUv hia tminerited abuae of 
Lady Aahburton. Thn al>iivr Letter xnoirra, at l«>aat, that Mni. 
Carlylv had nocoin^ainls to makw about th« Joumev. There is 
evidence to aliew tliul shr hud Ihanked Lad^ Aahburton with 
mom cbnn thi^ ordinary tcrnui of polite compbrnent (or tbe very 
liealm^Dt which Mr. Vroudc «o devply deplores. For, on tli« 
3rd of .\iieuat, Lsdy Aihburtoa write* in a Note (mentioned in 
txttern iiM ifrmoriaU, ii.,3S7): "1 am Kind to hc^nr such pros- 
perous accounts of youraell and him [Curlyte], I had only ao 
much sbara in the btUtring trannactioii an comes from some neces- 
sary decision." A most friendly little Note, and Bianed "Your 
■ffectiooate II. H- A." It ia prvtty sate 10 say tbat Mrs. Carlyle 
raTely, if ever, performed so long a journey with more sasa BDd eom- 
fort. 

As to tbe homeward journey, Ur. Froude aaya; "One ia not 
surprised to find ibai when Lady A. offered to take h^ir home In 
tho same way slie rvfuwd to go." But Lsdy Ashburtou'tt kind 
offer was not made till Mrs. Carlyle had left Edinburgh and gone 
%c TTiomhflt. There Is absolutely no reason to suppose that she 
bad any other motive for her refunal than the obviously sufficient 
one, that she was already (ar South, and could return home much 
more conveniently by the direct route, via Carlisle, than by the 
long and complicated route, ria Edinburgh. 
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I was very poorly indeed, when I left home; but I am 

quite another creature on the top of this Hill, with the 

sharp Fife breezes about mc. Kindest regards to your 

Husband and Father. 

Ever, dear Mrs. Russell, Yours affectionately 

Jane CABLyLE. 
LETTER 166 

To T. Carlyle', Tlie GiU, Annan. 

Auehtertool, Saturday, 30 Aug., 1866. 

As I wrote a long Letter yesterday, and am still full of 
coughing and sneezing, and up to little, this is merely a 
line to clear your program from any lagragery of uncer- 
tainties* depending on me. 

If I get well enough for it, I shall go to Miss Jessief for 
two or at most tlirec days this incoming week; and next 
week set out on my other viats: a day or two at my 
Aunte' agiun, in passing thro' Edinburgh {,Ouii I engaged 
for chie8y on Betty's account): then to Jeannie (Mrs, 
Crystal) at Glasgow: then to Mre. Russell at Thomhil]; 
then to Scotsbrig; and then south, either with you, or 
alone, as is found most suitable. 

Yours always, J. W. C. 

•By "unrrrtainlip*" Mr*. Carlyle ia refMrine to vnHoua invito- 
tions ebe bad revived, Mpopiiilly to ouc (rtaa Ludy Aahburton to 
come to Kinlocb Luicimrl (thi.- ANhburtona* Rurnmer quarters in 
Itie Higtilftnds). "Thf^iT U," wrote Lady Asliburloii, "a com- 
foTtnblp, quiet room (or vou hnrv, if vou like to come nny lime be* 
fon^ ttii' vnA o( SeptoroWr. The "litim and Canal to luvtrncM, 
whirh id no Iroublu; aud from Inverness bcrc, the Kkyc Mall, — 
tliitty miles of road; day» of Mail pafiiag, by our door, Monday, 
W«lnfsdny and Friday." — A bud fold, tuuglit in Dr. Guthrie's 
ovfr- heated Chiirfh, nindf Mrs, Carlyle iiiirrrtsiu (or a wliils 
whether to socvpt or r«'(u8e; but the cold nut leavins her, and her 
tinir liippiuK nnn^, ahn hail now decided not to go lurtlier North, 
and writes accordingly to set Carlyle fr«e to ari»ug« his owu plana 
Independently of bcr. 

t Fergus, of Kirkcaldy. 
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LETTER I&7 



To Major Davidson', Edmburgh. 

Aucbt«r1oat Mansr, Kirkcaldy, 
I Snplcmbcr, 1850. 

My dear Major Davidson— I lia(J not forgotten my 
promise to tell you wlico I came to Scotland. . . . But 
on my first coming I did not know your actual address, 
nor could dear Betty t«ll me, tho' she spoke about you till 
your car might have tingled (the right one)! So I waited 
till I should see your Sister at Haddington, whither I woa 
bound. Though T was there ten days, being kissed and 
cried over by my dear old Ladies at Sutmy Bank, and cry- 
ing myself pretty continuously out of sheer gratitude to 
everybody for being so gootl to me, I did not see Mrs. 
Cook. ... We return to London at Uic end of the 
present month, and I haw six visits to pay still, among 
relations and old friend.i, chiefly in Dumfriesshire, whence 
I proceed to London via Cariiiile without returning to 
Ediubui^b; but when I leave this place, in tJic middle of 
next week, I could go to you for two or throe days, if your 
Wife were really well enough and good enough to receive 
me. Write with perfect frankness, Would that suit? Mr. 
Carlyle baa been with his own Family in Annandale all 
this while, and is just now starting off on a visit to some. 
LorKlon friends near Dingwall. Perhaps he will sail to 
London; at all events he will not rejoin me till we arc 
starting for home. But I am not unaccompanied: I 
have with me, bound for Chelsea, two — Canaries, bred at 
HAddtDgton, and adopted for \Ui old dear sake! and you 
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will have to extend your hospitality to thrae blessed birds 
to the cxt«nt of runiishing them witli a luul to hang oa 
out of reach of any possible cat or dog. 

Yours affectionately, 

Jane W. Carltlb. 



LETTER 158 

To T. Cadyk, Posl-ofjice, Edinburgh.: 

Kirkcaldy, 5 September, 1856. 

Oh, myl There's a kid! Well, I never! 

I had appointed with Miss Jessie to be sent for to-day; 
and was all ready to start on the visit, when behold your 
Letter! But for the appointment made, and the carriage 
imder way, and my portmanteau in the hall, I should 
have awaited you at Auchtertool,— the party there being 
considerably reduced; and Miss Jesae's dispositions "to 
be strongly doubted." That, however, was not to be 
thought of now. So lierc 1 am juat arrived, and unpacked 
in what Miss Jessie calls "a sweet little room," The 
hUleness I perceive plainly, but not the sweetness. . . . 
So you may descend from your carrozza in all confidence 
that we will be near at hand. You can either go on the 
same e\-ciiing, or stay till Monday as you like, — once here, 
you are sure of a welcome. And you and I might go out 
to Auchtertool on Sunday. Settle it as ia most agreeable 
to yourself, as you come across. 

My cold is still hanging about me, and making me 
wretched; this move waa a desperate attempt at caro'ing 
It oft by "change of air." 

Voure, J. W. C. 
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LETTER 1S9 

To Mrs. RusseU. 

Kirkcftldjr, Tuesd«y, '9 Sep., I8S6.^ 

Dcarcsl Mrs. Russell— I have waited till I could fix a 
time for my long intended visit; but my program hav- 
ing to adapt itself in some measure to my Husband's, it 
has been longer tban I vx[)ect£d that I have myeclf beeo 
kept in uncertainty. 

Now it IS all right, however! Mr. Carlyle 13 off to the 
Highlands without my needing to accompany him part 
of the way, as was at first proposed; and I may dispose of 
my two or three remaining weeks in Scotland, according 
to my "own swoct will." 

A great cold, wliich I caught in an over-healed church, 
just when I was thinking how wonderfully well I had been 
since my departing from London, has curtailed my travels; 
and curtailed niy wishes too. ... I hope to be at 
Thomhill about Monday or Tuesday week. If there be 
any hindrance arisen on your side, aend a line for me to Mr. 
Jamea Carlyle, Scot^brig, Ecclefcchan, about the end of 
next week. If I hear of nothing to the contrary, I viU 
write from there, fixing the particular day when, God 
willing, I shall give you a good kifts. I try not to think of 
anything but your own house, where all arc still alive and 
have a welcome for me still, after 90 many, many years. 

I hope in Heaven, I Bball Ix* better before the time 
come for setting out on my travels again. I could have 
gone to Dumfriea this week but for that horrid cold which 
has kept me wretched this fortnight past. . . . Ob, 
my Dear, whatever tempted me when I was so well, to go 
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and "hear" Dr. Guthrie, whose church is just like one of 
Soycr's patent stew-pans! 

I wonder if my Aunt Anne be still in Tbornhill. My 
love to her if she ia;. 

Yours affectionately, 

Jane W. Carltu. 



LETTER 160 

To T. Carlyle, Tlie Lord AsJAurton's, IHngwall, 

Bcotdbrig, Thursday, IS Sep., IBS6. 

Well, I am safe here, tho' not without a struggle for 
it. In Rpitfi of Miss Jesse's continued celebration of the 
" wholosonicue«s " of their life, 1 was up to tho last " ashamed 
to say I'se no better." On the Saturday I went to Auchter- 
tool to sec Alick, and hid them atl farewell, and fetch away 
the blcascd Birds. And I staid there tying on a sofa 
mostly, till the Sunday afternoon, when the Ferguses* 
carriage came for me, — On Monday morning I started 
to "cross," accompanied by Mr. Lyon (Sir .^dam Fer- 
guson's Stepson who married Phwbe Johnston of Cowhill); 
and first wc were kept wailing for the train an hour and 
ten minutes ("run aground in Ix)ch Tay" the telegraph 
informed us for our consolation). And then! Oh then! 
I was to solve that question. Was I still liable to seasickness? 
So as to leave no shadow of doubt, the boat went like 
a swing, and I became ^ck at onco,— in the old, inward, 
inexplosive fasliionl The Birdcage was caught out of 
my arms by a stranger lady, and Mr. Lyon half carried 
me out of the Saloon, and deposited me on a coil of dripping 
wet rope, the only vacant spot outside. And a horrible 
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hour I bpcnt thorcl But all lioiirs oomc to an end; and 
I was iible to walk to tlic train, tho' the sickness continued 
for 24 hours, and I was all trembling from head to foot 
... All the visits and shopping I "did intend" U> 
do, had 10 be tlirown over; and I went strtught to my 
Aunts' who received me most kindly— really looked 
waeer for me than could ba^t- been expected of them, 
gave mc whisky, then tea, and hurried "Prayers," that 
I might be put to bed at eight o'clock. 

As I had written to Jamie, I insisted on going on next 
day, tho' pressed most earnestly to stay till I bad re- 
covered myself; and I think tho railway journey did me 
good rather than harm. I missed the forenoon train, 
however, having mistaken the hour of utarting, jmd did 
not reach Ecclefechan till thirteen minutes after nine, — 
not at all sure that anybody would be there to meet mel 
and the night quite dark) But it was all right. Jamie 
had seen my mistake in the Letter I wrote, and calculated 
that I would come by lliat train. 

Isabella had a bright lire and tea-things ready; but 
I "took a notion" of porridge. Yesterday I breakfasted 
in bed, but I got uj) at eleven, and am much better than 
could have been expected.* 

C LETTER 161 

\ To Mrs. RusseU, ThomhiU. 

Cb«Uea, Friday, 'Oct., 18S6.^ 
Darling— This isn't going to be much of a Letter; 
only a few lines to say you shall have the good long letter 
*T1i« r«iuaiticl«r or thii Lrttcr may be found !o LetUn and 
Mtmoriati (li., 2&S.) whcrt it Appear* u i complutu Letter. 
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I owe you, so 80on a^ I ani up to writing; an<l that mean- 
time I think of you every hour of the day, aniJ wish you 
were sitting on the side of mybed to make of met I do so 
wont to be nmdc of just now. 

. .. . Just this day week, T took what Lady Aah- 
burton is always taking, "a rAt//," which developed itself 
into a violent cold " with tetanic complications" (I haven't 
read Palmer's Trial for nothingl). For five nights I 
couldn't get a wink of sleep, — only one night of the five 
I parsed in as near an approach to the blessed slAte of 
Nineana as any one not a worshipper of Buddha need 
aspire to; Ihat was from a dose of morphia I had given 
myself, and to wliicli I ascribe \hc " tetanic complications." 
Served me right for being bo cowardly as to take it. I 
didn't mean to take any more morphia after what Dr. 
Russell said about it; and ptrltaps, too, morphia hAd 
nothing to do with the fearful pain in my left aide, which 
threw myself and even the wooden ;Vnn, — and Mr. C. 
too,— into a panic, two days after it was taken. Plcaso 
ask the Doctor, if morphia could give nie a cramp In my 
left side two days after taking it? Also please tell him 
that he said I " would Imw sent for a doctor if I Iiad ever 
been very ill"; and that when Mr. C. said that day, "who 
Bhall I send for? wliat shall I do?," I said in the midst 
of my screaming, "nobody, nobody, only put me in hot 
water." And I can assure Dr. Russell I am "very ill" 
vben I screofli— not to say scream without intermission 
for half an hour together! ! Don't let him fancy I make 
a practice of taking morphia whenever I can't sleep: I 
hadn't tJiken anv for four months. 
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Ann has been very attentive to me; and Mr. C. declares 
(tho' I can't believe it) that she "ran" the day I was eo 
ill, and "cried," after a fashiont 

Such odd freaks cotno into one's bead when one ia 
in critical flituationsl I remember once being gailoped 
a quarter of a mile by a mad horae, witli my liead wittiin 
two or three inches of thf ground. I was sure I should 
bo killed, and I thought, "How lucky that Macleay took 
a notion to do that Miniature of me, that my Mother may 
have iti 1" The other clay, in the midst of my spasms 
I thought, " If I die they won't know to send those pin& 
to Mrs. Russell!"— It was twxi German brooches I had 
thought would just suit you to wear with that pretty 
open black-silk gown, and had brought down stairs the 
first day of my illness to put them in a Lettftr and hadn't 
been able to write it; and for all sucli a triHo as that was, 
it bothered mc tike a great thmg! So to-day, now that 
I am really much better and can attend to my aff^rs 
a little, I send the brooch(?s. 

Thank you for the Paper. I wouldn't let it be sent 
away; I have it laid by,— if it were only for that compli- 
ment to you, Dear, and the Doctor's nice, clever, good- 
huniourod answer to it. My love to him and to your 
Father.— I am writing lying on my back, in bed, with 
youT plaid so soft (soft it feels moraily as well as materially) 
on my shoulders, and my blot-book set against my drawn-up 
knees. That is why I write so badly.— I kiss you twenty 
times. 

Your afTcctionate 

Jane W. Carltlb. 
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LETTER 162 

To Mrs. Russell, Tkomliili: 

CbcUea. 28 November, 1650. 

My Darling— You can't think what difficulty I have 
had to keep Gcraldiuc [Jcwsbury] from firing off Lettera 
at you every two or three daj-s, with the moat alarming 

/ accounts of my bodily state! It is her begetting weakness 
by nature, aud her trade of Novelist has aggravated it, — 

"S^the desire of feeling and producing violent emotions. Whca 
I am well I can Liugh down this sort of thing in her; 
but when I am ill it fatigues mc dreadfully, and irritatea 
my moral sense as well as my nerves. In illness, as in 
Madame Gimlis' Castle of Truth, people and things are 
Btript of all illusion for one, and one sees, thro' all affecta- 
tions and exaggerations and got up feeling to simple 
faei. — It seems as if disorder ia one's nervous-eystem 
were needed to develop in the brain all the insight tliat 
lies in it inert. Howewr that may be, when I am very 
ill I can't endure to be "made a phrase^' over, and tised 
up for purposes of emotion I And so in these weeks, my 
hard, practical Aim, who never utters a sympathising 
word, but does evcrjlliing I need, punctually, has been 
a far more agreeable nurse for mc than poor GeraHine, 
who, ill asked for a glass of water, would spill the half 
of it by the way, and in compensation would drop teara 
on my lumd, and assure me that I was " sure to die I " 
aud then fall to kissing me wildly (when I was perhaps 
in an interval of retching perfectly haling to be kissed !) 
and bursting out into pas^onate sobs ! (which of course 
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did not prevent her from going out into company half 
an hour after, and being the life of it!)- Tliese ecews 
wore me out so, tJiat I was obliged to restrict her vvaia 
to one half-hour in the clay; and then, to bo doing tome- 
Aing, she would wrhc Letters to you, to my Cousins, 
and any one she thought anxious about me. I Raid she 
might write to Maggie one day, on condition that I saw 
the Letter before it went. My Dear! they would have 
believed at Auchtertool I hadn't a we-ek to live! I burnt 
the Letter,— and two other Letters,— and as I believed 
you really cared for me, and would be dtstresaMl at the 
thought of losing me, 1 prohibited her over and over again 
from wTiting to you at all.* At last I gave in to her 
fi-xed notion to write, only on the understanding that if 
there were any exaggeration in the I-etter I should have 
the burning of it too! — I found it a nice Letter, and pretty 
near the truth. 

I am much better: my cough Lt quite gone; and T am 
Bleeping better,— get to sleep between two and three in- 
stead of al nx or not at all, as wa.<* the case for a month. 
Great weatcnefB la all that remains to be cured; and I 
do take the most nourishing things; and only the weather 

• Tills is the lady in wliosn slofic" Bboiil Mra, Cnrlyln ("Mylhio 
iotlinn" Culylo ri);hll^ csllpcl wliat vl tliein be liad si-on) Hr. 
FrontM) hM plACFtI surh iinplicil (nith. Abe nnprnni to linvv l>^eQ 
hit Oloriua, M Lady AslitiiinoD wns CMlyte's <Arrar<iiiig to Mr. 
Froudc). WheocviT liv finds u itiysU'ry or difficuUy in the lives 
of Cftdylv and bin Wi(«, whti'h apprnrn to him insolubk, It ia in- 



ftad hut word U atiraya ni'C''|>lr<l ni tiHir and Bnftl, notvritholaDdini 
it is oflvii^gvuenUly iudci-d — flatly contradicted by both 
iiid Un. <'n^1yll^. On* U not mrpriiTi] that he Kiipprcmcd 
l>ov« Lf-ttt-rl NevMtliekiH. ll la only fnir that it altould be 

Kiivrally known how litllu crcdeiice Mrs. Carlyl« Ivem-IF would 
vc placod in any of tbc J««abury Mytha. See oJm Lelt«r 201 
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hM pieraited me takiag a drire rmj day Udb -mtA. 
I have been out ooee in a Fig, besides into the Garden to 
wtt my foot GUle jirfanta, vbo don't know wfaether to five 
or ifie. Tbe canariEs are wdl, but in sptte <rf tfaeir ezpe&- 
■re mahoganj bath, thej are as Uack with the fog as 
the dieep in Hyde Park. The other ni^t I was alarmed 
by their having a bad dream, or one dt them, I aappoK, 
bad the bad dream, and tbe other was fr^tcned by iu 
in^d. They dashed about and flaf^ied agunst tbe wires 
of the cage hke mad canaries for a quarter cC an boor. 

Mr. Csriyle, after having several hnses on trial, AougU 
a beaotifiil one* ten days ago, and tbe first day be rode 
it, be broo^t it home some five miles with two shoes lost! 
Then the smith shod it, with a broken nail in its hocrf 
onder the new shoe! Of course it became dead lame, 
and had to be s^it to a veterinary sorgeon, irticre it is, 
and is likely to be for some fortnight yet. " No wondra-," 
my Ann sajra, "there ia nothing so bad for festering as a 
ranad (rusty?) nail!" Mr. Fairie goes and sees the horse 
daily, and sends bulletins of its health. Every time Ur. 
Fairie comes, he asks, have I heard from Mrs. RusaeU? 
and tells me bow much his friends the Gladstones adnure 
both you and your Husband. I bless the chance which 
sent him into your drawingroom that wet day; that gives 
me somebody who has seen you, to speak of you to. 

Oh, such a fright I got last Friday morning! Thursday 
night was my second night of something like human sleep. 
I had fallen asleep about three, and was still sleeping off 
and on between six and seven, when I was startled wide 

• Frit«. 
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Awake by a heavy fall in the room directly over mitw 
(Mr. C.'fl bedroom); I knew in Ibe very act of waking, 
Uiat it was no table or inanimate thing that made the 
sound, but a human body,— Mr. C.'a of course— the only 
human body tberal What could I think but that ho had 
got up ill, and fallen down in a fit? I threw myself out 
of bed, tore open my door and began to run upstairs. 
But my legs got paralysed; I Ivact against the wall and 
Bcrcamed. To answer to my scream, came Mr. C.'s voice, 
calling out quite jdty, "It's nothing, my Dear! Go back 
to your bed; it is a miBtakc: I will be there presently!" 
Back to bed I crept; and then if it had been in my con- 
stitution to take a fit of hysterics I should have taken 
iti A» it was I lay and trembled and my teeth chattered, 
and when Mr. C. came and tried me with some water, I 
could no more swallow it than if I had taken hydrophobia. 
He had awoke too early, and got up to go down stairs 
and smoke;* his way of invoking sWp. His room being 
quite dark, and thinking to put on his stockings and ehoea 
before getting himself a light, he had gone to sit down 
OD a chair at the bottom of his bed, where these articles 
are kept; but mistaking the locality, he bad sat down 
on nothing at aUl and fell smack his whole length on the 
floor,— not hurtJng himself in the least, for a wonder. 
This adventure has pretty well taken the conceit out of 
me on the score of courage, presence of mind, and all Ihatl 
Mercy! what would have become of Dr. Russell if bo liad 
had a Wife who stood still and screamed, that time when 
be was ao dangerously ill? . . . 

*Oarijle wu not permitted to axaoke in hia own bedroom. 
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Do be BO good as give Mr. Dobbie* an emphatic Idas 
for me; for if Mr. C. boconio unendurable with his eternal 
"Frtderiek," I intend running away with Mr. Dobbie!— 
to the backwoods, or wherever he hkos.— God bless you, 
my dear, kind, true woman. Give my love to your 
Husband. 

Yours ever affectjomitcly, 

Jane Caalylb. 



Have you got the new little dog? I have a whistle 
for him. 

LETTER 163 

To Mrs. Russell, ThomhiU. 

Chd.ica, Monday. '7 Doc., 1896.' 

"A feverish cold and headache," Oh, my IDear! I 
am awry for you and angry at you for putting it on your- 
Bclf to write in these conditions. Please don't ever "feel 
it your duty" to write to me. Tht-rc art; few greater 
pleaaurcs for me in the world than getting a Letter from 
you: the place you write from,— more interesting to me 
than all other placea on tbe great round globe except only 
Haddington, — the association with my Mother that always 
attaches to you in my mind; your own lovely, womanly 
character; and your affection for myself, for my Mother's 
sake, and for ray own too 1 feel, since that week of such 
mixed suffering and blessing I passed beside you:— all 
that together makes a Letter from you like a drop of 

•Tbe R«v. Mr. Dobbic (Mra. RuueU'a P*tb«T), thm in bis 
WMkyna. 
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mannfl in this wilderness of artificialities and trivialiticB, 
where my heart is not. Still I would have you iiTltc to 
me just when the spirit moves you— as I write to you 
when the spirit moves me,— when I feel to need to pay 
you a little visit, as it were, and give you a kiss, you dear 
kind woman I 

I sent your Book on Friday. The Secretary packed 
it (Mr. C. is 80 enchanted whcu any use can be found for 
that Famvius of his!), so I hope it would go safe. Yester- 
day I sent the Book* to Dr. Russell. 

A German friend of mine, to whom I had written oh- 
the phrcnzy Mr. C. had been in at his Secretary's habit 
of "sniffing through his nose," answered tliat he hoped 
he (the Secretarj') was going to prove of great use to me — 
as "a tighlning conductor!" ^Tien I told Mr. C. this, he 
said "faith, Plattnauer is pretty right: I do think the 
poor little fellow keeps a good deal off you!" — The horse,,/ 
is back to his stable free of lameness, but mustn't be ridden 
for a week yet, till the hoof that had to be pared has 
grown. 

We have suddenly passed from Winter to Summer— 
6 difference of twenty degrees between one day and an- 
other. These sudden extreme changes make the climate 
here very trying to delicate people. First the cruel frost, 
and then an atmosphere only fit for fishes to live in, have 
kept mc in the house ever since I wrote to you, till to^ay, 
that I took a drive of ten miles,— my first reasonable 
exercise for sn^en weeks. Oh dear, one gets to feel so 
musty and moth-eaten, stuck up in a house so long! Of 

*8ir B. Brodic'B PtfffMogitat tnguine». 
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oouKC T went out in your Plaid: surely it was in the spirit 

of prophecy you gnvc me that Plaid! It never leaves 

me, more thao my Bkin. . . . 

Your true friend, 

Jaxb W. Carltlk, 



LETTER 104 

To Mrs. Russell. 

Chelicit, 'March, 18&7.' 

My dpamat Mary—. . . If only you could get back 
your sleep, Darling! It is dreadful when sorrow carmot 
have Ihe relief which nature has appointed it in sleep, 
in forgetfulnesH, but must be endured by night as well 
as by day! and evcrj- sad image that presents itself ts 
tbronii out in such gigantic relief on the darkness, and 
made so haggard by bodily weariness! . . . There is 
nothing I foel so much nympathy with aa sleeplessness; 
for there is nothing I have suffered so much from myself. 
However kindly dii»p08ed one may be, it needs always 
that one should understand anothor'a trouble before one 
can rightly sympathise with it. My comfort about you 
is, that your Husband, besides being a kind Husband, 
is a skilful Doctor; and whatever can be done to overcome 
your wakefulness will assuredly be done. Do you know 
he has helped me to get better sleep, by what he said wfaea 
I was at Thomhill, about the injuriousncss of Morphia, 
and such things. ... I have also abstained from 
something else Dr. Ilussell did not prohibit, nay rather by 
example inculcated; I take no toi,— only what they call 
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in ScoUand "content"— not even that quite, for I take 
milk and water without sugar. For the rest, I am Hpcided- 
ly recovering now. And even while your mind must 
Deeds be full of your own sad loss,* I know you are unselfish 
enough and love ma enough to be interested in what I 
write of myself, and glad that, it is ao favourable. I have 
been out four times tn a carriage; and I feet stronger 
body and mind. The cough is not gone yet, but there 
is no pain connected with it now; and it will need warmer 
weather to break the habii of coughing. I was beginning 
to think wliix Dr. Uusscll that I had taken a too serious 
responsibility on myself in doctoring myself thro' this 
last illness; but now I am glad, for any of these slapdash 
medical eminences who had ueeu me a few weeks ago 
not knowing how many of the some sort of seizures I 
had weathered, would for certain have ordered mo to 
Madeira, or tJic south of Italy,— to the complete upsetting 
of one's domestic convenience, and the progoss of Fred- 
erick the Great! It is seventeen years now, since a Doctor 
Morrah, who attended me here, in such auotJier illness, 
told me I "should never live through another Winter in 
Sngtand II" He was a man of high reputation, whom I 
shouldn't have disliked having again, but he died soon 
after. Well, I resolved when the next Winter came, to 
stay and take my chance! and I have lived 19 Winters in 
England; aiid ten ol them I have walked about in th« 
coldest frosts, at the rate of six or ten miles a dayl To 
be sure the Pitcher goes often to the well and gets broken 
at last. This time again, however, the poor Uttlc brittle 

• U«r Father hftd Ut«lr died. 
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I^tcher will come back from ths well whole, I think; ex 
with only a little crack in it. And cracked things often 
hold out as long as whole things,— one takes so much 
better care of them. 

The last two or three days, I have been more anxious 
about my maid than about myself; she has excellent 
health; has not been an hour unable for her work since 
she came to us three and a half yeaig ago! But the other 
day she cut her finger severely; did not come to tell me, 
but fussed on ^th it herself; and it bled half a pint, 
and was badly wrapped up; and kept her awake all the 
night after, with the pajn of it. To which I impute the 
biUous attack she had next day. She is going about 
ag^ now quite well, only a little weak; but for three 
days I had two strangers, — that is to say, new haJids, 
in the house (I have one of them still), to fill her one 
place— and so inadequately! And I had to wait on her 
myself, instead of being waited on. 

I must tell you an instance of Ann's gentility: It was 
in shaving a bath-brick that she cut her finger. To-day 
when she opened the door to the Lady Alice Hill (a lovely 
girl whom Ann respects very much as the Daughter of a 
real live Marchioness), Lady Alice, who is the most be- 
witching little monkey in the world, said, "Oh Ann, 
what ails your hand?" (the finger was wrapped in a bit 
of scarlet cloth! !) "I have cut it, my Lady." "How did 
you cut it?" "Well, I did it in cutting up a— fowl!!" 
She told me this aubstitution herself. "You know Ma'am," 
said she, in telling of Lady Alice's kind enquiries, "I 
couldn't go and say to a reed young Lady that I did it 
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I thought 



outline a bath-brick! that sounded so common/ 
s Imd was more the thiogt t" 
... I will write 8O0D ngajn. 

Your affectionate 

Jang Carltlb. 



BETTER IM 

To Mrs. Russea, ThomhiU. 

cbeisM, 'Httr, issr.: 
Dearest Mary— I have been long in answering your 
dear Letter. If you saw Lady Ashburton's death* iQ 
the Newspapers you would partly guess why; that I waa 
Ehocked, and dispirited, and feeling silence best. But 
you could not guess the outward disturbance consequent 
on this event! The Letters and calls of inquiry and con- 
<loIence that have been eating up my days for the last 
two wccksl distrctttiingly and irritatingly. ... At no 
moment since the time she was first declared in danger 
could her death have come with more shock. Lord Ash- 
burton had just been here for a week, making preparations 
for her immediate return to England; and he represented 
her as "prograssing most favourably." Sir James Clarke, 
who had been to Paris to see her, said the same. Lord 
A. was to have gone back to Paris on the Sunday, but 
on Saturday be got a Letter from her, telling him to go 
to St. Leonards and take a House there; "that she might 
be at the seaside, if she liked, during September!" Ho 
went and took the House, and so did not go to Paris till 

* Lftdr Harriot AihfaurtoD died on the 4tb of Mar, 1 S87. 




136 



New LeUers and Memorials of 



the Monday, when she had been dead two houra! I never 
heard of so easy a death. She was dros»Jig about {our 
o'clock; felt faint, and called for Dr. Rous (her private 
Doctor); he told her, in answer to her question, "whal 
isthis?""youaroKoing to fajnt> it is nothing; you mustn't 
mind the^ faintnesses!" He put his arm round her to 
support her; she clapped her bands over his other aroi, 
leant her forehead on his shoulder, gave a sigh, aad was 
dead! 

Last Tuesday Mr. C. went to the Grange to be present 
at her funeral. It was conducted with a kind of royal 
Btate; and all the men, who used to compose a aort of 
Court for her, were there, in tears! I never heard of a 
gloomier funeral. 

All this has kept me from getting the good I expected 
from the change of weather. My cough is entirely gone; 
but I am weak aod nervoua to a degree! And driving 
out thro' these stiSing streets, puts no strength into me. 
I long to be far away. I feel as if one long breath of pure 
Scotch air would cure me!— The German scheme is fallen 
/entirely into abeyance. Mr. C. has commenced printing 
the first two volumes of liis Book; and it will be a year ho 
eays, before they are ready. " Ilow was it then." I asked 
last night, "that you spoke of being done with them in 
two months, telling mc I must make haate and get well 
to go to Germany?" "Oh." s^d he, "one talks all sorts 
of things!" "But," swd I, "that was a talk that cost 
me three nights sleep, and ever so many days of anxious 
uneasy tliought!" "Bless mc!'' said he, quite astonished, 
"I said all that chiefly by way of cheering you up! 1 1" 
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men! men! how stupid you are in your dralings 
with us poor efip-*h«U fl.Telciies! ThoTo is no great (ear 
of Germany, then, (or a year anyhow! He wit) be too 
busy (or going (rom home at all, if he can posably stand 
the heat in Town. So that I fancy I shall be at liberty 
to regulate my own goings according to my own will, 
which however is hampered enough by many considn^ 
ations; chiefly thai of his solitude and tendency to over- 
work himself when left in the house alone. For his , 
material comforts, Ann can care aa well as I, now; the 
only difTercnee being in the scales of expenditure, — and 
even that is not exorbitant. It will be no hindrance to 
him however, in the long r^m, not to leave untried any 
(casible means of strengthening myself before the Winter 
returns to take me by the lungs; and certainly getting 
out of this and breathing fresh air awhile, under favourable 
moral circumstances, would be the most feasible means 
of utl! Nowhere could I be so well and content, I think, 
as with you; and if I could go to you for a fortnight or 
so, without travelling farther and making more visits, 
I would say at once your kind in\itation is bdievcd in 
and accepted! But there arc so many in Scotland who 
have always been kind to me, and whose kindness I would 
not for the world seem insenmble to, who would be grieved 
and angered if I be in Scotland without going to sec them; 
and that sort of bra&liing about which I experienced last 
year, is more than I have either strength or sjMrita for 
in my normal state. After this long illness and e<mfine- 
ment to one spot and one circle of ideas, I shudder at 
tbe bare notion of going over the ground, both material 
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U)d emotlotuil, that I wont ovor lust ycarl But it is time 
enough to he making up one's plans. 

Ill the meantime I am going for a week to EastJiamp- 
stcad Park (the Mflrqiusof DowDshirc's), almost inuoediat«- 
ly. But these great grand Country Houses are not the 
placc!) Nature promptii me to take my nick nerves and 
bad spirits to! Especially when I am not going as a 
sort of animated, still wholly irresponsible carpet-bag, 
with Mr. Carlyle's name on it, but on my own basifll . . . 

I have not made a single call yet; but when I have 
finished this Letter, I am going ofT in a cab to call for the 
old Countosa of Sandwich (Lady A.'s Mother). She said 
yesterday she would like to see me, . . . 

I send you some FoeiiiB, amongst which you will Qnd 
tome to like— God bless you, my Darling! Kindest love 
to your Husband. 1 wag so very thankful to hear of 
your improved sleep. 

Affectionately youn), 

Jane W. Carltlb. 



LETTER 166 

To Mrs. Braid, Edinburgh. 

AUdlsoomb«. Saturday, 'May, 1857.' 
Dearest Betty*— T have so many things to tell you, 

" " Betty " (>ft<-r«rnr(Iii Mm, Urnid, — her maiden name ia un- 
known ta me) liai) bi^cii, at a very early age. th<^ WHiilim' gonvra] 
■«rvanl at lIotldiQKlon. She cotrrud tbdr acrvict- at thu May 
Term, ISI.S. Ki^r nam* occura, for the first timn, in Dr. Wclab • 
" Book of Kecripta and Exponditurv," id thu foUowiii); «iitrv : 

"I7thNov., ISl,-;. Paid Belly her waiea £3 3 0." 

n«f wagea (»ix giiiiiooa a year), wyre raised uext year to £7; and 
tiie next again, to £8, but never beyond thin num, at li-aat during 
Dr. Wcbh^ lifctimv. SHie is laat niGutloued in Dr. Wclah'i Book 
Uitu: 
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and tcisurp just now For lelting tliom, if I only were sure 
of your address*- . . . 

I have been a woek on a visit (at Lord Ashburton's), 
to try and pick up a little strength after my four montha' 
confinement. It is the first \mt I haw made at any of 
Lord A.'s places sincfl Lady Ashburton's death; and the 
first coming was very mlscrabl(;; everything exactly as 
die had left it; and yet such a difference! But I am 
getting accufilomcd to missing her. And her Mother, 
who is here, and Lord A. himself, do all tbcy can to make 
me comfortable in the house. 

I can't Bay I feci much stronger, but the change of 
air and daily carriage exercise make me sleep better than 
I had done for many months; and that must benefit me 
aiirely in tlic loug run,— bcridee being much pleasanter 
for the time than lying tossing about awake. 

Mr. Erskine n'role me strong regrets about your going 
80 far away from his rubber*, who he thinks was certainly 
doing George good. Mr. Erskine has always seemed to 
me, for a clever man, surprisingly credulous about new 
curea! I should think the freah country air more likely 
to mend George than the rubbing! What I am anxious 
about is liow your Husband is going to employ his time 



"aetli Uay, 1818. Paid maid B(-tly'a h&lf-year'a wb», £4 0." 
Botty hy und by bcciim<-- Urii. llmid, aod lived n-ith hi^r Iiu«' 
band in Bdiiiburgh. Her only i-liild waa the "GeorR^" Ri>-iitJOTiMl 
ia Ui« above LelWr, who died o( paralvtiv soon ahi-r thia data. 
Hn. Braid wu an excellent iroman, ana wiu held in tiijch cAtn^nt 
aad aS«ctioo by Mr*. Carlyl«, Tho' only a yt-'ur, ur perliops iko, 
older than Mrs. Carlyle, she survivod hvr wvctnl y«ir». The un- 
■ixnml note at thi: foot of p. 381, LrUm and UtmoriaU. ii., U> tlie 
effect ttisi HitMy was "Ola Haddington nurje," is a mistake. Tb« 
itot4! ahniild have bvcn iiiitialud J. A. F, 
* HasKur. 
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out there, and bow you are to keep the pol boiling? Do 
you know. Dear? If you do, I wish you would tell me. 
Your own Bairn, 

Jeannie Cakltle. 

LETTER 167 

To T. CarlyU, Chelsea. 

Sunny Bftok, Sund&y, 12 July, 18&7. 

I had fairly torn myself out of the arms of Miss Jeaa 
— 'yesterday, and was running up stairs "to wrilc to kirn," 
when die called after me, " but, my dear, he won't get 
\ your Letter to-morrow, it's Sunday!" So 1 had just to 
come back "with my finger in my mouth." That night 
on the road has set my menial clock all wrong. Otherwise, 
it has had no bad consequence; an<l I am certainly better 
already for my change of air; am stronger, hungrier and 
aleepier. And it h not the sudden, miraculous bctterness 
of last year, beginning and ending in the excitement of 
the Ihingi Tliis time there ims been no excitement to 
Upeak of. Repetition and the sobering effects of long illncas 
have quite taken off the edge of my " feelings"; and I can 
look ruuiid me— in the church-yard itself— with the tload 
cahn of a ghost. 

I have not been in any house of the Town yot, except 
Miss Welsh's,* who, I was told by Misa Donaldson, was 
dangerously ill, proving the authenticity of her relation- 
ship by appearance of coiiKumption. . . . 

I drive generally seaward; and yesterday I went to 

*"J«cki«" Woliih. nattiml Dnuichtsr of Dr. Welali'* Brathw 
Williftiu. Sc« LtiUTt and Utmt . ii., 31S. 
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Abprlndy and mvestignlf-d its cApncities as a srahatMug 
place, in case you should be on the lookout for one again. 
I ha\'e no hcatation in saying that it would unit you— 
suit ua— better ttian any other seaside place I ever saw. 
.. . . I am sure I eould make you comfortable there; 
and should feci heimltck myself. Together, I should not 
mind trying the cheap train again; and after n sound 
sleep, one feels no consequences. So we eould have sea- 
bathing at Abcrlady on as cheap terms as at Eastbourne, 
—and infinitely more agreeable onca. . . . 

My life here is as good for me as any life could be, 
tho' most people would wonder where the charm lay 
which nmkca me all day long as content as I can ever hope 
to be in this world. Everj- night 1 go to bed as hoarse 
as a crow with talking and reading at the top of my lungs 
to these dear, almost stoniMkraf , old women. And I like that I 
They love inc so very much, ami are so happy over me. 

I saw and knew your Letter Ihro' (he window, on the*' 
diningroom table, when I was getting out of the carriage. 
I was ver^' glad of it. Gcraldiiie writes that Ann told 
her "Mr. Carlyle was quite happy and comfortable."— 
".Maybe's ye're nae gieat judgel" — A kiss to Nero, 
two chiqie to tlic canaries. 

Your affectionate 

J.INE W. C&BLTLD, 



LETTER 16S 

To T. CariyU, Chehea. 

Sunnjr Bitik, Saturday, IS July, 1867. 

Adii My Dear! Let him, eB[>ecially her, who standeth 
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on the housetop, etc., etc. Sinre writing to yoa how 
welt I was, I have demonstrated the truth of Miss Jcsa' 
observation that I n-as " as easy as (xwisible to overeet." 
Returning from putting that Letter in the Post-office, 
X was cntight in the rain, and rather damped,— tliat was 
all! for it was just a few drops to save the honour of St. 
Swithin. . . . How "overset" I was all yesterday 
by the fierce pain I had suffered, and the want of sleep, 
and worst of all, I think, tlic chloroform I had swail(nved, 
I cannot describe. I was not even up to my usual drive. 
Last night I was quite free from pain, and slept by snatches; 
but I am very weak in body and mind; — would rather 
be in my own bed at Chetseji! Not that I tack any com- 
fort here I could have there; and certainly I am more 
made of licrc than I should be anywhere else in the world! 
but that very making of worries, when one haa got diuuaed 

toit . . . 

Eliza [Donaldson] iloea not arrive till next Wednesday, 
which is certainly very good of her. And I don't think 
I shall leave here till the week following. At the least 
allusion to my departure, my dear old friends fall to 
fluttering on their chairs like birds frightened in their 
nests; and utter such plajntive, almost sobbing protcata^ ■ 
that I haven't the heart to puraue the subject. So it 
still rests in the vague, the day of my departure. 

While I was feeling to be gaining strength, I wag easy 
in my mind about leaving you alone. It was more im- 
portant to you to a\'oid a repetition of my laat winter's 
illnees, or worse, than to be a little solitary and evea a 
little put about by my absence at present; but tJiese two 
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last days I am alwaj-s thinking, "If I have taken tiua long 
expensive journey, and left things at home to Providence, 
for no permanent benefit to my health, which would 
reflect itself on 'others!' If—!" and then I assure you 
I am tempted to " drop a tear over myself " like Peeaweep.* 

Yours affectionately, 



LETTER 189 

To T. CarlyU, CheUea. 

Cr&lgenvilla, WcdocadBy, 29 July, 1857. 

Oh, my Dear, my Dear! "Ye maun just excuse us 
the day"; for with all the good will in the world I cannot 
make you a " suitable return." Just " to let you kuow 
I am in being, This is intended for a 8ign."t . . . 

On arriving in Edinburgh, the first thing I did, before 
getting foot in any house, was to rush off in search of a 
pocket combt for you (observ-c I had not then got your 
Letter); and you can't think how many shops I was in 
before I could find one that 1 thought you would like. 
I took it into a Bookshop, bought a slip of writing paper 
to entitle me to nak for pen and wax, and ma^e it up 
(I couldn't write, I was all so shaky), then carried it to 
the general Post-office, where I met John Stodart, who 
walked with me to near Betty's. I took curds and cream 
at Betty's, Then on per cab to Momingaidc, where I 
was most warmly welcomed, anti found your Letter. 



•"PppsK-rpp" (Prcwit -Lapwing), nppraprikto aickoktn* o( 
my imbecile Oerk (now, IH&i), > BourUhinc Lit 



imbecile Oerk (now, IH&i), > l1ouriiihiii( LiMnuy «bftraaerl) 



J6e« onto, p, I7n. 
I hive it atUl.— T. C. (18e9.> 
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I was so provoked that you there told me to get a comb! 
For my packet would then arrive as the mere fulfilment 
of a commisaion instead of a spontaneous " delicate atten- 
tion," which it was. 

I am exceedii^ly vexed about your "feverishness"; 

for I know it is just that you are taking the opportunity 

of being your own entire master to sit up at nights and 

work at odd hours and play the devil with yourself. I 

■: must come back if I don't get better accounts of you. 

I am to start at half-past eleven to catch the midday 
boat to Burntisland; and the morning is already gone 
in breakfast, " prayers," etc.— I write this on a hard table 
in my bedroom, with my head in a whirl of anticipation 
of seasickness, etc. 

The hedgehog* ran away! Oh please, do take care 
of yourself and write me another as long nice Letter. 
I will speak of the Proofs next time. 

Yours in haste, 

Jane W. Caeltlb. 

LETTER 170 

To T. Carlyle, Chelsea.f 

Auchtertool, Monday, '3 Auj[ust, 1857.' 

. . . The Post Office arrangements are like all the 

other arrangements here, enough to make one stamp and 

foam at the mouth. . . . One day I persuaded 

Mary to go as far as the post-office, when she was out on 

* Which she had bought at Haddiogton from a boy. See 
Letten and Mtmoriols, it.. 310. 

tTbe first half of tnia Letter is in Letters and Memorialt, ii., 
322-5. 
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her pooy, and the reeult was a Punch! I could have 
thrown it at your head. Neither was I inordinately 
grateful for the Photographs. The Letter came yesterday 
(Sunday) at midday with the Precentor. I wrote to 
Lady Sandwich, and was going to write to you, when I 
was told the Precentor took back the Letters on Sunday 
as well as brought them, and was ready to start. 

A thousand thanks for your attentions to these blessed 
animals. I had thought how disagreeable Tail must be 
making himself to the canaries, and was very pleased it 
had struck you also. My compliments to Ann, and thanks 
for the care of the "children." — 

I have not announced myself to Fergusdom — don't 
intend to, until I am on the eve of departure. I had a 
kind Letter from Isabella* yesterday, expressing her regret 
that they could never have you and me there a Summer 
now. "We think it a great hardship" she says, "that 
we cannot ask you here; but the Doctor continues to do 
as he likes." And vnU as long as he is tef, I reckon. 

I have an invitation to a strawberry-play this evening 
at the James Prentices'; but I won't risk catching cold in 
the open dog-cart. 

By all means send me the German Book. I was 
obliged to fall back on a stray volume of Shakespeare, 
during the night, and found it very— what shall I say? — 
dull upon my honour! Love's Labour Lost, it was. 

A kiss to Nero. 

Yours affectionately, 

Jane W. Carltlc 

* Hra. June* Carlyle, Scotibrif. 
Vm. U.-10 
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■What would Varnhagcn say to this penmanship? 

Hfavensl a man who writes like that at his age doesn't 

deserve to live! 

LETTER I7t 

To T. Carlyle, Chelsea'. 

Aucbt^Ttoal, Pridax, 7 Aupurt, 1857. 

Oh my Dear! I am going to put you off with another 
acrap; tho' besides my promise of a deliberate Letter 
to-day, there is come a nice good Letter from you to be 
answered. It ia not physical inability, however, that 
hinders at present. I dejit last night after my " dreadful 
gripe," and feel better for the moment. But just before 
your Letter came, Walter offered me a drive to Kirkcaldy, 
and as I can't take walking exercise just row, I thought 
a drive would be a "great advantage." Besides that it 
would give an opportunity to the Post-office alter the 
London mail came in. So I welcomed the proposal "in 
my choicest mood," and went up stairs to write to you 
why 1 teasn't writing, in case you should fancy me worse; 
and to put my things on; when what should follow me 
but your Letter! Most unexpected blessing. For a ^ 
who vBs sent to Kirkcaldy last night to bring "suet and 
plums" for an improvised dinner-party here to-day, was 
told by me to ask at the Post-ofEcc, and brought the 
parcel of photographs, etc. ; but no Letter. How a Letter 
can have arrived since, I don't understand the least in 
the world. I was very glad of even the Photographs 
last night, tho' the Stxidy is horrible to see! So black 
that it gives ono the idi-a of a dutigeon more than anything 
else; and Oh my! so rfisorder?!/ that I felt a wild impatience 
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to be there redding it up a bit. Tail gives me the idea 
of a man goinj; mad rather than gathering gcusc. The 
little figures under the awning however ore charming; 
and one won't grudge him a little "fume" for these "a 
hundred years hence." 

I am better situated in material respects than T was at 
first here: Maggie having seen vnOi her eyes the bad effects 
produced on nic by their distracted way of living, now 
makes a point of giving me my meals early and regularly, 
which is not hard to do, dnce I "want but little here 
below,"— in the shape of food. Also I myself have been 
driven by pressure of circumstances, from my usxud 
modesty, and actually express my likings and dislikings, 
with a certain Oliver Twist boldness. So I shall do very 
well till the "insipid offspring" with two nurses arrives on 
the scene, and then, liaviiig given it duo lyrical recognition 
and congratulated the Mother on having done what 
Enghind expected of her, and more, I may be off to Mom- 
ingside, with at least no harm done. — I had been thinking 
of Portobello mj-self,— or rather Anne Welsh had suggested 
that expedient for combining comfort with seabathing, 
I shall see (as the blind man said). . . . 

God keep you. E.\cubo this hurried scrawl. 
Yours affectionately, 

Jane W. Cabltlb. 



LETTER 173 

To Mrs. Aztken, Dumfries. 

Morningside, Salur<l«y, '33 Aug,, 1857.' 

My dear Jean— Thanks a thousand for your kind in- 
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vltation. CerUlnty if I could be persuaded into changing 
my mind, and doing what I had settled not to do, j-ou 
would have persuaded mc, by the warmth and urgency 
of your words. But I am, as you can hardly ncod 
to be told, "vera obstinate in my own way!" — might 
challenge the world, I think, to produce an instance of 
my ever doing a thing I had once positively refused to do! 
And, my Dear, I positively refused to go to Dumfriesshire 
this season, weeks ago. You may be sure it was not from! 
want of asking that I have not been to Tbomhill and 
am not meaning to go. . . . Thorrdtill where I bad 
never been till last year since my Mother's dcatli, and 
then for only a few days, still looks too emotional by far 
for weak nerves and worn-out spirits. If I got strong 
and courageous and all that at Sunny Bank, I might 
jKrhapa go home by Thornhill, I thought; I would wait 
and see. So I waited and saw— that it was "no go." 
Not that I am not stronger since I left London. For 
the first week or two, I improved very decidedly; and 
tho' I have fatten back since, especially during my fortnight 
at Auchtertool (where I couldn't avoid going, being m 
near), still I have not fallen back to the London point of 
inability; and hope that my travels in search of health 
won't be trouble and money wasted after atl. 

But I am far from feeling up to any superfluous knock- 
ing about, or superQuous excitement; am, as dear Betty 
says, "ower wake for (oiling myself." So I wrote to Mn. 
Russell a fortnight ago, that I had quite decided to go 
back to London the way I came. (Rest 0} iKt Letter 
Orwaniing.) 
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LETTER 173 

To T. Carlyle, Chelsea. 

Crai{«ariIU, Morningside, 25 Ai^., 1SS7. 

Perhaps a Lfttcr from you may just be at hand, Dear. 
Indeed I am ture there is! But if I wait for its coming, 
there mayn't be leisure to write after, as I have engaged 
to make to^ay a serieB of calls in tliis quarter. Mrs. 
TTiomas Graham (Agnes Veitch), Major Davidson, the Miss 
Dunlops (Nieces of Mrs. Rennie of Phantas>'), Augusta 
Stodart,— are all planted in "H''illas" within sight of this 
one. Besides, Mrs. Paterson, for whom I will leave a 
card, if she is as is most likely at Linlathen; and poor 
Mrs. Samuel Brown whom I will call for, tho' I never 
saw her, because these Browns and Littlejohns have such 
a reverence for both you and my Father. 

As I waa driving out here the niglit of my arrival, 
my cab was met by an open carriage with two ladies in 
it; one of them had her face turned full on me,— a tiny 
face, sharp as a razor, with krgo dark eyes, set off by hair 
as white as snow, and plenty of it. Tlie thought passed 
thro' my mind "can that posably be Agnes Veitch? she 
U\T8 hereabouts, and they saifi her hair was quite white." 
At the same instant the thought was passing through the 
other's mind, "can that possibly be Jeannie Welsh? 
there was luggage on thu cab, and they said she was grown 
80 thin." Next day she asked her Brother, Colonel 
Hamilton, to come with her to tho address I had given 
him a fortnight before, to see if I was coroe, and if that 
was me. Both of ua at meeting exclaimed the same 
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wonk: "and it really was you I saw!" "I can't under- 
stand it," she said, "you seem to me grown so tall!" It 
was she who was crined into a little fairj't Dear, dearl 
"Forty years makes a great odds on a girl!" I observe 
the only people who recognise one readily, are the men 
who were in love with one. John Stodart looks always 
as if he not only know nic at any dliitance, but was meeting 
me by appointment! Yesterday James Seaton, who had 
not seen mc since I was Miss Welsh, after one hesitating 
glance, came up to me in Princes Street and spoke. He 
seemed so pleased that I on my side recognised him; 
and I did not tell him it was bccatise he had grown Into 
his own Father! whom I knew to be dead.* 

" I had a Letter from Gorttldinc [Jewsbury] yesterday 
morning, doing ker best to undo your considerate kindness, 

\and make me uncomfortable. Ann was "still bo weak 

and far from welU" Ewn "Nero, poor dear, was looking 

so Oiinl" You, indeed, she represented an well, and in 

the best humour and spiritd, — dwelling on it, as i{ she 

wished to "make me senwble" how much happier you 

were for having mc out of your wayl Her Letter rasped 

me all over hke a file; and I told her so, and begged her 

not to write about my home affairs in future. She sud 

the bad prescribed camomile tea for Ann; will you tell 

Ann, with my kind regards, that I particularly dcMre 

she will not take anything Miss Jewsbury prescribes; 

for «A« knows nothing whatever of Medicine, and would 

* Mra. Cnrlrln. ns oho b«cani« old^r. fn\r more and mon Into 
th« Uki!n«M ol her Mother la Duuthrr unpubliabi-i) L<!tt«r oT 
about thU dat«, I think, she titllii (.7«rlylc Ih&l mote than one pid 
friend exdalmed on iiii>i*tiDg hi-r nftvT long abaeoce: " btvw m«, 
how like bur Mother Jane hua gtova.". 
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poisoD a cat if sbc bad ti«r way. But I daresay Aim's 
good sense will make this caution ncedtees. 

I mean to go to Sunny Banlc on Saturday. Not that 
I am not doing bettor here; but I begin to weary of seeing 
"how they ak in the various places"; and to long for 
home;— if only I could do any good when therel I never 
thought of staying longer licrc than into next week, and 
my experience of last Sunday shows mc it will be better 
to escape another. They did not urge, or indeed ask, 
roe to go to Church; for I was evidently weakly, and it 
was a wet day (by good luck). But on Sundays it is 
the rule of the house to have no dlnnerl only tea two 
hours earlier than usual; along with which /, aa a stranger 
still in the bonds of the flesh, was permitted to have one 
egg. Then, to compensate to the soul for the exigence 
of the body, five sermons were read to me in the courae of 
the dayl No evading them without getting into hostile 
discussion. And the quantity of sermons with the no 
dinner gave me an indigestion during the night. My 
other nights here have been pretty fairish.— So I think 
it will be best not to incur all that again, when I was 
meaning to go in another day or two in any case. 

No Letter come yet;— only one by the first delivery, 
from poor little Mary at Auchtertool, deploring my ab- 
sence as "the only charitable individual who did not 
worry and boU)cr her about making efforts, etc." Yes, 
"fellow-feeling makes us wond'rous kind." No more 
Proofs for me yet? I should like the Novel Bent to Sunny 
Bank; I could read it aloud to them. 

Yours ever, Jane W. Cabltlb. 
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Just as I had put my Letter in the envelope, yours 
is come. Many thanks. For Godsake, when lighttung 
comes, don't take shelter under trees II 



LETTER 174 

To T. Carlyle, Chelsea. 

Saany Buik, Sundny, 30 Aug., 1857; 

Thanks! You arc really a good correspondent,— oon- 
ddering. Wherever I have bepn, praises have been show- 
ered on your " pimctuality in writing"; your "attention 
tome," etc., etc. But it isn't "with the reciprocity all on 
one adcl" tho' nobody praises my punctuality in writing; 
my attention to you! 

Oh, my Dear! I was prettily frightened in finishing up 
my last Letter. I had reason to believe I was taking a 
"cold" (in my emphatic sense of the wi)rd!) and what was 
to become of me? How was I to get home? Worse and 
worse I grew all the evening; my skin burning, and violent 
pains in my face and back! By a decided inspiration of 
Nature, I asked Miss Jess to give rae a xtiff little tumbler 
<rf Hollands Toddy! I drank it and retired to bed while 
the inUaication lasted; fell into the soundest, longest 
sleep I have had for some years; and got up next morning 
as well as ovTr! 

But how I wish now I had my long journey safely ovcrl 
If I could only, like the " Princess of China " (in the Andrian 
Ni^Us), he carried thro' the air, asleep in my bed, and set 
down on the roof of my oi,vn house! I fear fw more tlie 
journey back than I did the journey hither. I seemed 
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then to have nothing to lose; now I am eo dcsiroiu (God 
knows for your sake as well as my own) to take back ray 
littJc guns of strctiglJi antl sleep, and cheerfulness, un- 
broken upon by exposure or fatigue. Ob dear! that 
one should ever live to have to bother ao much about 
oncGctf! I tiad been conndering about making two days 
of the journey; anil would do it, if I could find a tra%'elling 
companion, or had any known house to put up at on the 
road. But all alone in a Railway Ilotel, no amount of 
Hollands, I fancy, could put nic to sleep in that circum- 
stance I 

■U'cll, no more about it juat now: for T haven't yet 
fixed my day; haven't been up to speaking of it; It takes 
more courage than I have always at hand nowadays, to 
answer tJic pleadings of these dear old women with "I 
must," "1 will." 

Meanwhile I am reading the sJieets to them. . . . 
(The greater part of the remainder of this Letter is printed 
in Letien and Memorials, ii., 33S-9.1 



LETTER 178 

To T. Carlyle, Chelsea. 

Sunny Biuik, Friday, '4 Sep., 1857.' 

Oh, my Dear! When one is living for onc'a body aa I 
have bceo during this Summer,— exercising it, feeding it, 
changing \Ui air, keeping it "always happy and tranquil" 
(aa old Dr. Morrah ordered),— to the best of one's human 
knowledge and ability: and then lies down some night in 
the most perfect of beds,, in the profoundest alenoe, and 
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can't get one wink of steep, nohow, — then you see, "one b 
raijed!" 

Thia raoming especially, I have got up very "vaixed" 
indeed. I cmi ill afford a whole night's sleep, with that 
long, dubious journey so near! You wou!d have pitied 
me, had you seen me, between four and five this morning, 
"ailing cocking up in bc'd" (as you call it), my candle 
lighted, n]y spectacles on, and studying firydone's Rail' 
way Directory, a sort of Bradshaw-tnatle-easy t ! As hour 
after hour of the night dragged on, my thoughts had 
become more and more fluttery and locomotive, till they 
seemed like young swallows, swe<>ping circles " in my own 
intadc," preparatory to taking Bight thro' lafinite spacet 
Pleasant! 

" Send your Son to Ayr, 

If he's a fool here, 

Hc'Ubeafoolthcrol" 

(I got that from Miss Donaldson last night.) Also, here 
is a Chinese proverb 1 found in la.<!t Quarterly, "The dog in 
the kennel barks at his lleas; the dog who hunts docfi nofc 
feel them." 

What an example of noble patience I have before me 
henl I admire that old blind, deaf Miae Donaldson al- 
most to tears; and go fretting on at everything that doeSj 
not quite suit me! Just once in all the time I have beca 
beside her, has a word of regret about herself escaped her 
lips. She had been speaking of the morning of my Far- 
ther's death, when she came to us like a helpful angel. 
"Never tsliall I forget that morning," she said; her voice 
broke down, and she added, with tears rolling over her 
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dear wrinkled face: "Oli, when I recall the many sorrow- 
ful scenes I have passed through, and think of mj-self as 
I am, blind, deaf, useless to inysclf and others, I think I 
could just ay the whole night throt:gh; but we mustn't 
give way! No! as David said, 'be dumb!' " ... 

Along with the sheets* yesterday, came a disagreeable 
Letter from Geraldine; all her Letters since I came here 
have been most disagreeable. I think she is growing into 
what is called an " ill-mttured old maid," only that so long 

as Mr. is to the fore, she has no idea of old-maid- 

boodl In her last, she gives me to imderstand that Ann 
would much prefer me to stay away! tn fact, all along 
she has been impressing on me in sly terms, that my ab- 
sence was felt to be good company at Cbej-ne Row; ami 
that if I ever came back it woul<l be at the risk of spoiling 
evcrj'body's good humourl ! 

Nevertheless, I may be looked for on Wednesday night, 
tf you hear nothing to the contrary. ... I must to 
the Station here and ask questions. 

Id my next you will have the final deci»on. 
Yours affectionately, 

Jane W. Cablylb. 



LETTER 176 

To T. Carlyle, Chelsea: 

Sunny Bank. Sundajr, e Sep., IS57. 

A last brief Letter! Very brief it must be; fori have 
not free use of my right hand, for the moment, and never 

• Pn»l>hMta of Prederick. 
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I reiMncd a good deal at not seeing you, when within 
such a nmnagcablfi distance. But if restricting mj-self to 
one part of the country deprived me of some pleasure, it 
spared nie a good deal of a thing I cannot tike too little of 
at present, \-iz., emotion: and was best for the end I had 
in view,— to get back some strength before Winter. Had 
my time in the Country been spent as the j'car before, in 
hurrying from place to phice, I shouldn't have come back 
as well OS I am. I went nowhere but to my Cousins and 
Aunts and my dear old Friends at Haddington. I was 
only a fortnight at Auchtertool, — the buBlie of dinner- 
parties and all that die) not suit me. With my Aunts I 
staid also « fortniglit, and got on well there. Tliey were 
as kind as possible, and could see what I needed, above all 
things not to be fussedf Then I returned to Haddington 
(or another fortnight on my way to London, — coming homo 
by Berwick and York, as I went. I had an old school- 
fellow (a man) to take cure of me on the journey, and 
caniG to no barm. 

lir. C. says I look much better, and never ceases to 
pay me compliments on my — appetite! He seema to have 
got on better without me than my vanity led mc to ex- 
pect. Ann was very attentive to him, and I have no doubt 
would lm%"0 liked me to take a great deal more "fresh air" 
than I thought enough. However, if she mourned in 
secret at having to abdicate the Mistress^ship, she had the 
grace to put a good face on it., and reoeiwd me very alTably I 
But Nero! I am shocked to have to eonft-iw that Nero 
was far from showing the enlhuiiiasm" England expected" 
of himt He knew me quite well, but took me very coolly 
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md««d. Ann said be had jiist been sleeping. Let us 
hope he was in a stale of indi^stion, id which dogjs 
are not capable of being amiable any more than their 
owners! 

How are your servants going on? How do you sleep, 
poor Dear? How is your Husband, God bleas him? 
Tell me everything. 

Your affectionate 

Jank W. Carlti^. 

LETTER 178 

To Mrs. Ruuell, ThomkiU. 

CholKD, '2 October, 1857.' 
Dearest Mary— I could not for ahame write to you last 
week; for I esjuldn't in writing have withheld the fact that 
I had— got fl shocking bad cold! (again). Really I found 
myself making apologies, and explaining the cause, to 
everybody who came in, at if it h.id been a puni&liable 
offence against society I was committing. Harriet 
Martincau used to say of mc, with that show of accuracy 
never accural*, which distinguishes her, "Jane Carlyle 
has eight Influenzas annually: I wonder how eOic sun'ivcs 
it!" Now it is getting to be one Influenza lasting all the 
year round. However, I must not lose heart; tho' it was 
disappcnnling to fall ill just when I had been taking all 
that trouble to strengthen myself, and with tolerable suc- 
cess, apparently. But really I should have needed the 
thick skin of a horse, in8te4wi of being "horn withouttkin! 
as the Germans call those bom, as I was, in the seventh 
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month, to resist the masked batteries of cold air Mr. C. 
brought to hear on me during the East wind ten days ago. 
He has a mania about "fresh air," this man, and le never 
happy unless all the doom and windows arc open. . . . 
However, I have had the weather in my favour and seem 
to be getting over the attack, which was sharp enough 
while it lasted. . . . 

Poor Mrs. Scott! what horrid anxiety she must be 
kept in! I thank God I have nobody belonging to me in 
India just now. It is miserable enough to think of Iho 
wretchedness of those who have. I fear it will be long 
enough before there is any safety for those who are there; 
or any peace for their friends at home. All the Indian 
OlEcers I have seen, who have any sense, and cxpcricnco 
of India, think very badly of our chances of reducing it 
back to tranquility; and if Madras and Bombay join the 
Revolt, they think we shall lose India altogether. I wait 
anxiously to see what Sir Colin Campbel! will do. The 
one sen^ble thing one has seen done by the Uoiiic Gov- 
ernment was sending Aim. 

My London friends are almost all gone into the Goim- 
try, and the Town looka strangely dull— the more so from 
our having been used to spend this part of the year at the 
Grange. Lord Ashburton has been in the HighluKls, 
dccr-stalking as ns\xo.\, and is going to Ireland with some 
friends,— not being able to face the Grange. He thought 
of going to India, for a resource, but was advised off that 
aeheme. It is not so much sorrow that troubles him, one 
would say, as bewilderment. He looks like a child who 
bad lost his nurse in a wood. , , . 
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Ann goes on well. I woe afraid her temper might 
Buffer under the loss of absolute Mistress-ship: but she 
has stood it pretty well, and her qualities and capabitttics 
as a servant come out very strong in compariiion with the 
8er>'ants at Auchtertool, where it is "toil and trouble" 
from morning till night, willi three regular servants and 
two supernumeraries, and nothing able to go on without 
Mag^e fustiing uud fumisg like a httlc steam-engine! / 
wouldn't lead such a life; but Maggie seems to like it! 
and aa Walter seems to think dinner-parties the chief end 
of life, it is welt for her »he does like it. But it made me 
both sad and angry to see such waste of everj-thing, 
— time and strength and human faculty, as well as money. 
H&ry was fast falling into her old bad way* when I was 
there, — which I did not wonder at, consideriog the late 
and perfectly irregular hours they kept, and Uie stew of 
hot, overcrowded rooms. But Dr. Pewar put her on 
milk diet again, and under orders; and I hear she is im- 
proving. But, Oh dear, it is a precarious life, hers, and its 
precariousnesa not sufficiently recognised, by either her- 
self or others. As for Mrs. , with her infant and it« 

ttco six-feet-high nurses attending her about thro' a series 
of %'idts; such an affected, bedizened, caricature of a fine- 
lady I never came across. I could hardly keep my hands 
off her. My Mother always predicted what she would 
grow to. 

Youra affectionately, 

J. W. C. 

Love to the Doctor. 

• Of buttb. 
Vm. n.-ii 
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LETTER 179» 



To Miss Agnes Howden, Maitlandfield, Haddington'. 

Cbebea, 34 Oct., 1857. 

Simpleton!— Not ycni, my Dear; but me/— There waa 
I aJi a-gog at having found qxiiic: a jewel of a correspondent! 
a correspondent, actually, who would go on with not 
exactly "alt Oie reciprocity on one side" (as tJie dear Irish 
Bay) but pretty nearly so! The very »ort of correspondent 
I had been wishing for all my life. Aeht and "don't I 
with / may get itt" — Ymt, like the rest, it would seem, 
write only on the Lotter-for-lelter priuciplo; and, bless 
your sweet faee, no thanks to you then!— Plenty of men, 
women ant! children will write rao Letters on the simple 
condition of my answerinji; tliem. Nay plenty of inen, 
to do them justice, will write me one, two, three Lettera 
on condition of my answering the third. But e^'en that 
docs not suit my humour always. I like to be left to the 
free, spontaneous use of both my pen and my tongue; 
and any one who stands on "the Oiree thousand jmrtctu' 
aUtitt" with me, doesn't know his or her own 
interest. 

Well, in congaderation of the ivy-leaf in your last, 
I forgive your silence this time. But look sharp! and 
don't disappoint the romantic faitli I felt in you. At 
niy ftg^f ai^d with my experience of the world, it costs 
one such a wild effort to believe in youthful enthusiasm, 

* I have to thank Mr. Geo. A- Lumsden, aecrHarj of the Car- 
lylA Houae Memorial TruRt, for pormiujon kindly civen nii> to take 
» oopjr of Letteri 179 and 181, the orlginala of wliii-li wuru Eoner- 
eualjr prcMotad to tbe Truit by Uut /^ea Uowdeo. 
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that when one has believed and finds oneacIT cheated, the 
reaction is formidable. 

What a mercy your Father has no crop on the ground 
to-d«y! if Ihere is like Acre. It has rained what a Scotch 
servant of mine used to call "hale water," ever «noe I 
got out of bed; and to complete my discomfort, I am 
lamed in the two first fingeni of my right hami: burnt 
them very bad— "with sealing-wax, of eounef" a lady 
asked me. The "of couree" was a piece of fine-lady 
logic, which T met by the Btartling avowal: "No, with 
the Jmndle of a brana pan, in preserving cranberries." 
And now I shall be regarded by that lady with a soK of 
sacred horror, as a woman who has handled a brass pan. 
For, being Grandchild of a mechanic, she shudders " 0/ 
course" at any one who has the use of his (or her) hands, 
or at least uses tliem. The cranberry jam has turned out 
excellent, anyhow; and for the rest, it was worth while 
almost, burning oneself, to ascertain the superiority of 
eotton^aool beyond all other applications for bums I ever 
tried before!— That reminds me to ask, does your Father 
prescribe Pcpsten [sic] in stomach complaints? Has he 
ever seen the blessed tiling? Ever heard of it? If he 
ha\'cn'l, no more shame to him than had he missed to 
hear of the pretty little French Empress's verj- latest 
caprice in dross! This Pepsien (I don't know if I spell it 
rif^t; but as the word is made out of disptpsia without 
the dit, I can't be very far wrong) is just the very latest 
caprice m Medicine; that's alii It is something scrapeil 
off the inside of people's stomachs (dead the |>eople must 
be before one can conveniently scrape their stomachs!), 
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or the stomachs of beasts for ttutt matter (the fiMr-stomaeh 
is understood to supply moat of this something), and being 
scraped off, it is boiled and distilled, and bottled and sold 
and token in drops; and the patient thus furnished with 
a fictitious gastric juice, which enables bim to eat and 
digest like a Bcarl The Doctors here arc prescribing 
it at no allowflnco; and the Dnij^iaLs say thL^y can't get 
enough for the demand. And onp hears of emaciated 
wretches with one foot in the grave, plumped out like par-* 
tridgos on the strength (rf it, and taking a new Icaae 
of their livcsl Pleasant, isn't it, the idea of swallow- 
ing the scrapings of, say, a malefactor's stomach, in drops! 
What next?— I have been wondering if the whole caif's- 
stomach I brought salted from Scotland to make rennet 
for cwrds (alas that the cream is not included!) mightn't 
wrve alt the purposes of Pepsien at a cheap rate? I shall 
try, some day. I should greatly prefer that to Palmer's, 
or Miss Afadeleine Smith's (if she had been hanged), for 
my own use. 

Your Sister-in-law told me a sad little bit of Haddingtoo 
news; that Mrs. David Davidson's good old Mary was 
dangerously ill. I am very anxious to know the sequel. 
Many a Peeress could be better spared than tliat maid- 
of-all-work. I can see no life for her poor Mistress without 
her. 

Has your Brother "seen the grave-digger" yet? and 
got little Ann Cameron's poor little Tombstone set 
up in his Garden, us he promised me? "Of course," 
notl And yet it would liave been a piotis deed to dol 

My writing is such as a right hand minus itfl two 
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principal fingers can pnxluoe,— «o pray be content witii 
it.— Do you want any nwre oulograplis?— Remember 
mc to everybody tliat cares for my remembrance. — 
Yours affectionately, 

JjUVE W. Carlyle. 



LETTER 180 

To Afrs. RmseU, ThomhiH 

CbelMa, 30 November, ISS7. 

My deareat Alary— I had actually raiscountcd about 
whose turn it was to write; and am almost glad I did, 
einc<^ it haa been the occasion for your writing to me such 
a dear kind Letter on the "voluntary principle!" Don't 
suppose, however, I should have kept silence much longer 
even in the mistjiken idea you owed me a I-etter. It 
had beoQ in my head to write for many days back; but 
what Mr. Carlyle calls "a pressure of things" had made 
it difficult for nie to carry out my own inclinatkins. 

Thjmk God, I have not to entmieratc among the things 
pressing a cold,— that being my bug-a-boo now. I have 
been ill with that thing which, for want of a better name, 
I call "my irwknens," and for which I know only one cure, 
to "pack my carpct-bag" (as Dr. Russell advised) and 
rush out into space! But if does not confine mc to the 
house, that sickness; and does not plague anyone but 
myself. I un uatd to it (as the pigs to killing). Neither 
does it prevent me wntitig Letters,— only mokes my 
Letters, like everything else I do, apirUUss.— 

Hy chief impediment has been that weary Artist who 
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took the bright idea last Spring that he would make a 
Picture of our sUtingroom*,— to be " amazingly interesting 
to Posterity a hundred years hence." I little knew what 
I was committing myself to wlien I let him bc^.—For 
the three niontlis before I went to Scotland, he came and 
painted twice a week; while I was in Scotland he came 
four times a week; and for the last six weeks he has been 
over-standing me like anjghtmare every day!! except when, 
please God, the fog is so black that he can't licc. Thcee 
lower rooms are w!iere I have been always used to live 
at this season ; and to keep up fire there, and in the drawing- 
loom fi well— beades in Mr. C/s study at the top of tJie 
house, is a great expense, when coals are seven and twenty 
shillings a eart-lond; an<] is also a great trouble to one 
3er\'ant. So I have kept my ground hitherto; alwaya 
hoping he would get done. But, my Heavens! he will 
make this great "Work of Art" last him into 1860, I 
begin to think. A whole day painting at my portfoliol 
Another whole day over my workbox, and so on. Not 
the minutest object in these three rooms, opening into 
one another, but what is getting itself represented with 
Vandyke fidelity! And all the while the floor won't be 
jlat for the life of him. I suspect he aims at more thao 
posthumoiw fame from this Picture: hopes, [wrhaps, soma 
admirer of Mr. C.'s, with more money than wit to guide 
it, umy give him a thousand pounds for Mr. C.'s " Interior, " 
—the Portrait of Mr. C. huneeU, and Mr. C.'s Wife, and 
Mre. C's dog included! The dog is the only member of 
the family who has reason to be pleased with his likeness 

• -A Chebn l&lerior," by R. TolL 
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as yeL— This will be the second time my dog has appeared 
in the Exhibition!— Meanwhile, I c:in't aettic to write 
when that man is in the way. I rush out and ride in 
omnibuses; 1 go about the house sorting up, or ws the 
American Ladies say, "reconciling things." A good deal 
of that has been needed, in prospect of my two Cousins 
•Ma^ic and Mary coming to stay here on their road to 
the Isle of Wight, where they mean t« paas tlic Winter, 
— Auchtcrtool being "too cold" (or too dull). I think 
with ostontshment of Mary, who can never get up till 
midday, undertaking such a journey at this season and 
paying visits all the way,— at Glasgow, at Liverpool — 
and here! 

I sliould have greatly preferred one at a time: Mr. cT* 
ie so dreadfully busy just now, ajid so easily disturbed 
that my life is spent in standing between him and the 
outer world; and how 1 am to breai^t this inundation of 
it into the very house,— how I am to make myself into 
a human partition between all the interruption and fuss 
that two yuung Ladies who liave no comprehension of, 
or sympathy with tiard work and love of quiet, is more 
Uun I know! Then it suddenly flashed on me that I^ 
Iiad torn down the head and roof of the spare bed this 
Summer (which had been spoiled by a cistern overflowing 
above and pouring down into the bed in the room beneath). 
The routn tuid stood vacant, and I had forgotten all about 
its desolate state. This Sashed on me in the night and 
I couldn't sleep another wink, for Iiaste to be on foot and 
out buying chintz; lest I should be caught, tike a foolish 
housewife, with my spare bed standing naked! Then I 
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had to aefk a seamstress— almost as difncull to get as 
the philosopher's atone, for all the " thirty-Uiousand 
distressed needle-women" who can't sew!— and then a 
carpenter who would not keep me waiting a month; 
and to shape and do a good deal of hammering myself 
aft«r all! Finally, to-day, I have the pleasure of seeing 
the bed rehabilitated. But I am so tired! for the least 
fuss or hurry plays the deuce with me! I wouldn't go 
to bed however till I had Miankcd you for your Letter. — 
I hope to write to you to better purpose soon. 

My best love to your Husband. Ask him if the fame 
of pcpsi}ie hixts readied him? If not, I will tell him about 
it. 

Your affectionate 

Jane CutLYLe:. 

Every I^etter I have forgotten to speak of the sweet- 
briar— I ahould like you to keep it over the Winter, and 
send it in Spring.— It will surely grow with me then. 

LETTER 181 

To Miss Affnes Howden, Maiilandfield, Haddington. 

Chelsea, 23 Nov., 1867. 
TTiere's a good Girl! And thank you!— I ehoofio the 
present moment for answering, us it is the most improbable 
I am likely to find! For I have the same sort of defiant 
pleasure in going in the teeth of probability, that I used 
to have in going in the teeth of a high wind. I am pressed 
for time, having an appointment two miles off at one 
o'clock; my attention is distracted by a man painting 
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beside tnc, and talking; my ncrvea arc all in a Suny 
from tt recent fright; and Mr. Carlylc bas just brought me 
aa impoasiblf glove lo mend! Wliat more would I have? 
But the irigfU T Gracious Goodness, ttic fright is worth 
telling about!— I have a 8er\'ant whom, during iJie five 
years that she has bcca n-ith mc, I had never seen in a 
hurrj*. or excited, or deprived of her presence of mind. 
What then, was my astonishment when she rushed into 
the drawingroom last uigtit, with her head tumbled off 
(as at first it looked to mc) and carrying it in her bands 1 1 
and crjnng wildly, "Oh Ma'am! I must go to a Doctor I 
(scream). My car, my ear! (scream). An animal hag 
run into my oar ! ! " She was holding down her head as 
low as ber waist, her cap ofT^ her hair flying, and her hand 
pressed to her right ear. I sprang furward and pulled 
her fingers from her car which was full of blood. " What 
animatf" I gasped. "Ob, I think it is a black-bcetic ! ! " 
—And the screams went on, and she declared the beetle 
was "running up into her brain." Her ignorance of 
anatomy was very unfortunate at the moment! I called 
up Mr. Carlyle; for I had lost all presence of mind, as 
well as herself. He took it coolly, as he takes most things. 
"Syringe it" he said; "syringing will bring out any 
amount of black-beetles." There is ad Apothecary at 
the bottom of our street; I threw a table-cover about her, 
and told her to run to him; and I begged Mr. C. to go 
with her, as it was a dangerous thing fur me to go out in 
the night ah. "Go with her?" he swd. "WTjat good 
could it do my seeing Ibe beetle taken out. of her ear?" — 
But I had read in a newspaper, not long ago, of a oian 
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killed by some insect creeping into bis ear; and how did 
I know the Apothecary was not an ass, and mi^bt spoil 
her healing for life, with probes and things, — if indeed 
die did not die of it, or go raving mad, as I should do in 
her place, I thought?—! paced up and down the room 
for some ten minutes like a wild animal in its cage; then 
put on a cloak and bonnet and rushed after her, Mr. C. 
runmng after me to pull me back. 

When I arrived in the man's little surgery, I found 
poor Ann covered with soap-suds, and comparatively 
calm; and the beetle (it actually waa a black-beetle) 
extracted piece-meal with a probe). — ^"There might be 
a leg or so left," he said; but he would syringe the ear 
again in the morning. She would not go back to him 
this momiog however, — the rushing sound being gone, 
and the deafness remaining being owii^ she thinks to 
the ear being swelled from the rough treatment it got. 
I was better pleased that this man should not probe 
any more. If she does not hear with it to-morrow, I 
will send her to a regular Surgeon. Meanwhile I feel 
aa if I had been pounded in a mortar, with the fright of 
the thing; and have narrowly missed a cold, for I coughed 
half the night. But that is passed off, thank God. I 
am so afraid of another seven months' confinement! 

I liked to hear of your Halloween, My ideas of Hallow- 
een are all connected with Maitlandfield : I always spent 
it there as far back as I recollect. Have ducked for apples, 
and burnt nuts in that very kitchen of yours! 

If Mrs. Skirving wants to escape money disaster and 
all sorts of disaster, she should replace little Ann Cameron's 
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poor little white marble tablet in the Churchyard! I 
could not have confidence in my Fortunes, with such a 
thing in my cellar. Could you? — I should like ill to be 
the Wife of a epeculator juat now! Mr. C. has or had 
some money in America. He doesn't recollect how muchl 
and doesn't feel even a natural curiosity what is become 
of it! !— I have never heard a word out of his head about 
it, except to aay <mce, "I suppose my money will have 
gone in the crash, and poor Butler (the gentleman who 
invested it for Mm) will be very sorry!" — Being a Philoso- 
pher's Wife has some advantages! — I never ttunk about 
money myself; beyond what serves my dwly needs; 
but if he weren't of the same mind, I might be made 
sufficiently uncomfortable about it. 

And now, good luck to you. Remember me to them 
all. I owe your Sister-in-law a Letter, which she shall 
get some day. 

Yours affectionately, 

Jane W. Cahltle. 

LETTER 182 

To Mrs. Russell, ThomhiU. 

Chelaea, Saturday night, 
16 January, 1S58. 

Dearest Mary— There never was woman had better 
chance at writing (except that my head is far from clear) 
than I have this Winter evening. For I am alone in 
the house,— as utteriy alone as I ever felt at Craigen- 
puttock with Mr. C. gone over into Aimandale! The 
difference is, that Mr. C. is gone not to Annondate, but 
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to the Grange; and Umt my ecn'ant ulsU^aU of btnng 
too uncoutli to ta!k with, is too ill-tempered. Tlie very 
dog had a l)iUoii8 attack overnight, and has lun all day 
in a stuijorl I think I told you in my last, that both 
of us (I mean Mr. C. and I) were going to the Grange 
for a short time. And very little pleaauro was I taking 
in Uic prospect. The same houseful of visitors; the same 
elaborate apparatus for li\'ing; and the life of the whole 
thing gone out of it! acting a sort of Play of Oie Past, 
with the principal Part suppressed, obliterated by tlie 
stem hand of Death!* I didn't see at alt how I wa.s going 
to get through with the viaitl when, lo! my Husband'a 
friends "the Destinies" cut me out of all that difficulty, 
by laying me down in Influenza. WIil'u the day came, 
Mr. C. had to write that, not only I was unable lo come, 
but that he could not leave me! . . . 

Qeraldine [Jcwshury] is all but as good as gone out 
of my life! She went into Essex the day before I returned 
from Scotland. Thence, after two months, she went to 
Manchester, — seeing me for just half an hour in pasi^ng 
thro' London, and is not yet returned. So except for 
that one glimpse, I have not seen her since I left for Scot- 
land in tlie beginning of July. Latterly she has quite 
ceased lo write to me!— She has been making a considerable 
of a fool of herself, to speak plainly: and has got estranged 
from mc utterly, for the time being; partly because her 
head has been pack-full of nonsense, and partly because 
I made no secret of that opinion. You have several 

• The "Tim Liulv Aafaburton" (Lady UArriut) bad died ob 
tbe lib of Hny, 1S&7. 
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ttmes asked about her, and I always forgot to tcU you, 
or it was too impleasant to tcU. Gcraldine has ooe be- 
setting weakness: she Is Dcvcr happy unless she has a 
grande passion on hand; and, as umnarricd mea take 
fright at her impulsivf, donionslrativc ways, her grandes 
passions for those thirty years have been all expended on 
married men, who frit themselves safe. Aiid she too, 
always went quite safe thro' these romantic affairs, mean- 
ing really nothing but whirlwinds of .tenement, and the 
men too, meaning as little,— or least But when I was 
in Scotland with you, she made an intimacy with a Mr, 

who had been ten years in Atistralia, unhappily 

not married, only engaged, or "as good as engaged," to 
a young Cousjn of his own. For a long time, it was an 
intimacy "with the reciprocity all on one side," But 
sbo went CD writing him Letters, inviting turn to her 
House, flattering him (he is a proud shy maiOi doing him 
all sorts of kindnesses, till he decUired to his friends "he 
couldn't help liking Miss Jcwsbury, she was so extraordi- 
narily kind to him ! ! " lie relied, I suppose, on his being 
some ten or twelve jTars younger than hejsclf for security 
in aeccpting her kindness. I could not see lier cotamitting 
herself, as slie did, an<l hear all her acquaintances chatter- 
ing about her "asaduities for Mr. ," without testify- 
ing my displeasure; and in proportion as she atiarlicd 
herself to Aim, she drew away from me, got pettish, sus- 
picious, and mysterious. . . . But all that makes me 
so angry and what is worse disgusts mel It is making 
herself m small? openly making the craziest love to a 
nuin who, having £S0() a year, may marry her at any 
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moment (unless he is going to many another, which 
doesn't make the case better!), and doesn't give any sign 
of intending to marry her! Gracious! what a luck I had 
no Daughters to guide! 

. . . Kind love to the Doctor. And, if you please, 
how came you to assume the Photographs were wholly 
youraf I addressed them to him. — 
Your affectionate 

Jane Carltle. 

LETTER 183 

To Mrs. RusseU, ThornhiU. 

Chelsea, Friday night, 'Feb'y, 1868.' 
"All right," my Darling! that is to say aU wrong! but 
nothing new wrong. When I cai^ht that cold, first thing 
I did in the new year, I accepted resignedly the prospect 
of being confined to my drawingroom till the March winds 
were over, and thus spared myself a deal of useless strug- 
gling agwnst Providence. Since then, I have been feeling, 
up to the present time, too sensitive to the weather {which 
has continued to get colder and colder), for venturing out 
of doors. At the same time, by taking better care of 
myself than I used to do, I was longer in falling ill this 
Winter than last, and have never, except the first two 
days, needed to keep my bed. I have been up to break- 
fast (in the drawingroom, at the fire of which I dress 
myself!) all thro' the Winter; and that in itself, for a 
woman who has no natural turn for laziness, is an immense 
gun on last year! 

If it hadn't been for that unblessed Ann, who has 
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caused me more irritatioD than she is all worth, I should 
powtively have rather enjoyed my confinement. Our 
people came earlier to Town than usual on account of 
the early meeting of Parliament; and they make much 
less of the long drive to Chelsea when it ia no longer on 
a chance of findii^ me "out." I have quite as much of 
the outer world as I want to keep me from stagnating. 
I have a great rug of raccoon fur to lie imder on the sofa 
when I am "too cold for anything!" And my friends 
supply me with nice Novels, English and French! which 
I own to a weakness for, and make no conscience of in- 
dulging in, when I am not up to serious study. Wasn't 
it permitted me to read the Arabian Nights instead of 
Rollin's Ancient History when I bad the measles? And 
80 I rather liked having the measles, I rememberl 

My delay in writing has been owing chiefly to a fixed- 
idea in the head of a certain charming Mrs. Hawkes. 
This lady is an Artist. In her days of prosperity she 
painted pictures in oil for her pleasure; now . . . 
she has taken seriously to painting as a profesuon, partly 
to escape from her vexations, partly to eke out her means. 
She has been recommended to send a Picture to the Ex- 
hibition this year, and my face, such as it is, being familiar 
to Ruskin, Tom Taylor and the other Exhibition critics, 
she has decided her Picture shall be a Fortnut of me I 
who had already nearly left my life in Mr. Tait's "/n- 
ferior," which also is for the next Exhibition. I "might 
sit in my usual comer of the sofa," or I "might He," I 
"might read," or I "might go to sleep," but paint me 
flhe wovid, whether she could or not, and whether I liked 
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or Dot. And so, for the last fortnight, she has been com- 
ing every morning at eleven, and staying till two;— just 
the time I used to have all by myself to write in, or to 
do what other thing needed privacy, — dam Mr. C.'s socks, 
perhaps. I dine between two and three; and from three 
till six I am seldom without callers. Then comes Mr. 
C.'s dinner, at which I look on, and t«ll bim the news of 
the day; and thus the only time I have had to write 
Letters in is at night, with Mr. C. sitting opposite me at 
the same table (as at this moment),— an arrangement 
which feels to rather tie my moral legs together! Ac- 
cordingly, I have waited for a morning all to myself. 
And besides my affwrs with Ann have become critical; 
and I waited to be delivered from the worry of that. We 
are at a clear understanding at last, Ann and I; and never 
was a relation of five-and-arhalf years duration broken off 
more — ^what shall I say? — politely I The married woman 
who for many years has come in to help in any ceremony, 
or press of work, had " thought it but fair" I should know 
Ann was meaning to leave at the end of March, when her 
Niece was to go into business as a Milliner. Ann was 
going to stay three months with her to teach her house- 
keeping! and would then find "a situation with a single 
gentleman who kept an under servant to do all the rough 
work." Don't she wish she may get it? — "That is the 
reason," said Mrs. Newnham, " that she doesn't care a bit 
now whether she pleases you or not."— As this woman 
never said a word to roe of any servant of mine before, 
I took her information as authentic, and thanked her for 
it. Ann was at her Mother's that Sunday night and came 
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home quite gracious and continued gracious for a week! 
Had the Niece's scheme been visited by the "pigs" which 
"run thro'? " I took no more notice of her good temper 
than I had done of her bad. One day Geraldine was here 
(ahe came back the very day I last wrote to you) ; she fell 
a-talking about Ann; how her face "looked less diabolic." 
"It may look as it likes," I awd; "if she does not give me 
warning on the 29th of February, I shall give her warning 
and be done with it." Geraldine has a way, when amuaed, 
of raising her voice to a scream; and she screamed out 
"you cannot ^ve her warning on the £9th, my Dear, for 
it isn't Leap-year!" I had just heard Aim sweeping in 
my bedroom and any loud speaking may be heard thro' 
the door between the two rooms. I said "speak low," 
but the shot had clearly told, I fancy. Ann came up so 
soon as Geraldine was gone, and while arranging the fire- 
place said carelessly, "The coals will not last out another 
week, Ma'am; I should say they will be done by Saturday." 
"Very well, more must be had in on Saturday"; and I 
went on reading. "And," continued Ann, "if you could 

by any means suit yourself, I should like to leave on " 

"The 29th of March," I interrupted her. "Yes, you will 
leave then whether I am suited or not; it I had not been 
so helpless these two months back, I should not have 
troubled you to stay even till then." Neither of us said 
another word; and both had spoken in the most natural 
tone! I went on with my reading and she swept up the 
hearth, and I call that quite a dramatic ending, for all so 
quiet as it was! 

Geraldine comes every day for longer or shorter time; 

Vou II.-M 
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or not. And so, For the laflt fortnight, eJie has been com- 
ing every morning at clevoo, and stajing till two;— just 
the time I used to have all by myself to «Tite in, or to 
do what other thing needed privacy, — darn Mr. C.'s socka, | 
perhaps. I dine between two and tlirec; and from tlirce 
till six I am seldom without callers. Then comes Mr. 
C.'s diimer, at wlucli I look on, and ttdl him the news of 
the day; and thus the only time I have had to write ■ 
I^etters in is at night, with Mr. C. sitting oppoate me at 
the same tabic (as at this moment), — an arrangement 
which feels to rather tie my tnoral legs together! Ac- 
cordingly, I have waited for a morning all to myself. 
And besides my affairs with Ann have become critical; 
and I waited to be delivered from the worry of that. We 
are at a clear understanding at lai^t, Ann and I; and never 
was a relation of five-and-a-half years duration broken oil 
more— what shall I eay? — politety! The married woman 
who for many years hajt come in to help In any ceremony, 
or press of work, had "thought it but fair" Isliouldknow 
Ann was meaning to leave at the end of March, when licr 
Niece was to go into business as a Milliner. Ann was 
going to stay three months with her to teach her house- 
keeping! and would then find "a situation with a single 
gentJcman who kept an under sen-ant to do all the rough 
work." Don't she wish she may get it?— "That is the 
reason," said Mrs. Newnham, " that she doesn't care a bit 
now whether she pleases you or not."— As this woman 
never sai<i a word to me of any servant of mine before, 
I took her iuforiimtion as authcnljc, and th.inked her for 
it. Ann was at her Mother's that Sunday uigtit and came 
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homo quit* gradmis and continued gracious Tor a week! 
Had thp Niece's scheme been visited by the "pigs" which 
"run thro'? " I took no more notice of her good temper 
than I had done of her bad. One Any Gcraldinc was here 
(she came back the wry day I last wrote to you) ; she fell 
a-talking about Arm; bow her face "looked less diabolic." 
"It may look as it likes," I said; "if she does not give mc 
warning on the 29l.h of Fcbruarj-, I shall give her warning 
and be done with it." Ceraldinc has a way, when amused, 
of raimng her voice to a scream; and she screamed out 
"you cannot give her waming on tlic 39ik, my Dear, for 
it isn't I-eap-year!" I had just heard Ann sweeping in 
my bedroom and any loud speaking may be heard thro' 
the door between the two rooms. I said "speak low," 
but the shot had clearly told, I fancy. Ann came up 00 
soon as Geraldine was gone, and while arranging the fire- 
place said carelessly, "Tho coals will not last out another 
week, Ma'am : I should say they will be done by Saturday." 
"Very well, more must be ha<i in on Saturday"; and I 
went on reading. "And," continued jVnn, "if you could 

by any means mil yoursel}, I should like to leave on " 

"The 29th of March," I interrupted her. "Yes, you will 
leave then whether I am suited or not; if I bad not been 
BO helplois these two month.i haek, T should not have 
troubled j-ou to stay even till then." Xeithnr of ua said 
ooolhcr word; and both had spoken in the most natural 
tone! I went on with my reading and she swept up the 
hearth, and I call that quite a dramatic ending, for all so 
quiet as it was! 

Oeraldine comes every day for longer or Sorter time; 

Vol. U.-tt 
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but she is no use to me in this matter or any other. She 
is so unscttloci— " carripd " as we call it. I won't hear a 

word about Mr. out of her head; and there is Dothing 

else she has care to talk about or think about. 

Love to the Doctor.— Poor Mrs. Pringlc indeed! I 
have not written to her yet. 

Your ever affectionate 

Jane Cabltle. 

letter is4 
To Mrs. Russell, ThomhiU. 

ChcliiMi, 2D Horcli, 18&8. 
Dearest Mary — Considering how often one makes ex- 
perience that evils are worse in the expectation tJjan io tlic 
reality, it is wonderful perverseness that one lets the 
expectation always do its worst, without drawing com* 
fort from that well-known law of things. Here have I 
looked forward for weeks hack to the 29th of March as a 
day of horrors! and now it is come, and I find myself pre- 
paring to pass my evening ver>' composedly in writing a 
Letter to youl the most of the forenoon ha^nng gone \n 
—"silting" to Mr. Tait for the finishing touchea to my 
Portriit in that immortal Picture of his!! And yet Ann 
left at midday, and I heard the new servant come in about 
half an hour ago! Had X "trusted in Providence" (as 
your dear Father would have advised) ever so much, I 
could not indeed have foreseen how Ann's exodus would be 
smoothed for me; but I might have foreseen that some 
way or other it would be smoothed, so as to try my sck 
ner\'e8 less than it threatened to do in prospect. 
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But first I must tell you the adventure of my new 
servant; for it is of the nature of an adventure, my last 
choice of a eervantl How it will turn out, Heaven only 
knowa. Either it will be a grand succese, or an absurd 
mistake. It cannot turn out in a medium way. Oh, my 
Dear, only fancyl I have hired a "Miss Cameron" (from 
Inverness)," Daughter of a half-pay Lieutenant" (swamped 
in mmierous progeny, as in the case of the " wee Wifie 
that lived in a shoe, who had so many Baimies she didn't 
know what to do!"). Miss Cameron is 31 years old; has 
an intelligent, affectionate face, a low, pleasant voice, a 
manner at once modest and self-possessed; and "haa 
known enough of life" she says, "to desire above all thingd 
a quiet home." Imagine a servant coming to one in Lon^ 
don for a quiet home! and knowing anything of life be- 
yond "beer," "wages" and "holidays"! So farcxcellent; 
but now for the drawbacks. Miss Cameron, having never 
filled but one "situation," that of Lady's mmd and Com- 
panion at General Osborne's for eight years, does not 
know, naturally, whether she can clean a house, and cook 
a dinner, till she have tried!! Hopes that she will soon 
leam, if I will "have patience" and tell her, or get her told 
how ! And I hope so, too, most sincerely* . . . 

Mr. C. was mercifully persuaded by I^rd Ashburton 
to go this very day to Addiscombe, where I flatter myself 
he will remain till my "Lieutenant's Daugliter" has learnt 
at least the elements of "All-work"! So had Providence 

*In ft later letter lira. Carlyle ut* that"Hin Cameron" 
turned out to be an "Irish Iraposter; was convicted of lying and 
theft"; and after "laatiog just a fortnight and three dayi, ran 
avay between 10 and 11 at night) 
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pre-arranged for me! They wanted me to go, too; and so 
great is my faith in this new woman's triuitworthtneiia 
Uiat I sliould have left her in clinrgc of the liou^ tlic same 
day she entered it, but that I dreaded rislcing myself in a 
house which has been all Winter uninhabited. I have only 
been twice out of doors, and only for a quarter of an hour 
each time. And the result of my last turn in the street 
was a nen dose of cold which kept mc thoroughly miserable 
most of iast wock, and has not yet quite passed over. 
I^idy Sandwich will be three weeks at A(I<lisconibc, how- 
ever, and pcrliaps I may go by and by for u few days 
before she and Lord A. return to Town. I know a little 
change of air would do me good, if I could have it without 
exposing myself to a fresh attaclt. 
. . . Love to ^"our Husband. 

Yours affectionately, 

Jane W. C. 

LETTER 1B5 

To T. Carlyle, The Gill, Annan. 

Chelsea, Sunday, 27 June, 189S. 
Oh, my! how slow! Only from Wednesday night till 
Sunday morning that I have been "let alone"! It looks 
throe weeks at the least! Not that I have either done or 
seen much to lengthen out the time. The field of new-cut 
hay, the only thing I can be said to have seen, n'as nothing 
to speak of. And I linve not done yet so much as tlie one 
thing wherewith I was privately minded to eelebraie your 
departure, — have not gone yet to Stokes to got one of my 
few remaining back teeth wrenched out! It is the two 




Jane Wdsh Carhjle 



181 



Letters from you, out of Scotland, I thiak, that, con- 
foiindiog the irlea^ of time and space, give such prctcmat' 
ural length to these three dnyal 

Mre. Welsh* ealletl yesterday . . . John pV'clah] 
came to lake hit- Mother home, and bid nic good-bye. His 
cough was worsp than T ever heard it, and his spirits at the 
lowest. . . . It is the same cough, the same haggard, 
exhausted look, that I never knew in any of the Family 
(and I have known it often enough!) end otherwise than 
fatally. Well, our Family is destined to vanisli from the 
face of the earth, it would seem! And yet it was a Family 
with some high quality in it! Health superadded, it 
might have gone far! And what then? 

. . . Mr. S called the night we were going to 

the Station; and called again yestcniay for your addrcts 
and Dr. Carlyle'fl. Something elfie wanted! They gave 
me tea at Hampstead, and atrawberriea without cream; 
the tea was like the washings with Foda of a dirty old 
metal teapot; but the cups and saucers were of the Bacst 
French china; and the cake was served up on miver, and 
the butter was in a lordly d)$h. . . . 

Ever youra, 

J. W. Carlyle. 

LETTER 186 

To T. Carlyle, The GiU, Annan'. 

Cfadsea, Friday, 9 Jutr, 1858. 

Oh, my I>ear, I am very sorry! But indeed I wrote 
on Wednesday, and I hope you have by this time got my 
• 'iin. Oeorg* WeUb. 
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Letter. There is evident Jy some carclessuess somewhere; 
for the Westminster and the Herald were ecnt off by the 
same post. Again, this morning, you will have been diA- 
appointcd; for yesterday I fulled to write, being in the 
valley of the shadow of castor, and too spiritless for any- 
thingl The cold had got into my chest "eventually"; I 
was coughing myself sick and sore; so I went and wildly 
took au ouuce of castor at noon! 

Mrs. Hawkes carae to ask for me,— the only person let 
in. "Oh, I don't know what to make of myself to-day," 
I said to her. "Yes," said she, "I don't like the looks of 
you at all; I have seldom seen a more seedy party!" 

I don't think it waa Mrs. Forster who had made me 
worse. . . . Nothing had made ine worse, so far as I 
know; worse "by the visitation of God," that was alll 
What would make inc better was the question; 80 I tried 
a dose of castor oil, as I said, and I think, with advantage. 
I slept last night some five hours; and Iho' my cough is 
still tearing, my aches and pains are greatly abated. It is 
not weather at present to get rid of a cold in; to-day, for 
example, is sharp and blowy like October. 

Meanwhile, I must not worry myself with projects! I 
believe to travel to Scotland just now or to take any 
long journey whatever would be as much as my 
life is worth. When I am out of this, we can "consider"! 
The objection to going to Scotland is the having to come 
back; one scatters all one's little gain of health in the long, 
rapid journey. Even if I felt equal to the journey, I should 
hardly like going to the Russella' at once. Mrs. Russell is 
"counting on me,"but that is because Mrs. Aitken met her 
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nfries and told her I was coming, — without knowing 
anything about il^ Mrs. Russell then wrote to nie exprees- 
ing her gltulnc£» at the tic>wt>; but I could sec through her 
words that the depression of spirits and nervous trepida- 
tion still continuing ^ncc Mr. Dobbie's death, made the 
prospect of a visit from me as alarming as pleasing. Then, 
I confess, I myself am alamted at the idea of ThomkUl, in 
my present perfectly cowardly frame of mind;— the dread- 
ful need I feel of my Mother would make it almost insup- 
portjible, all that! As for Dr. Russell, I would rather 
consult him than any Doctor here; but what good? What 
could any Doctor do, but tell me to tAke care of myself* 
My constitution is completely worn out; my nen-cs, ray 
spirits worn out. Can all the Doctors on earth renew 
nerves and spirits? You arc indeed sanguine if you 
imagine any "air," any Doctor, any anything, can ever 
make me into a healthy, or e^TD approximately healthy 
woman again) You will have to just put up with me as I 
am; even as I put up with myself as I otn, — (or the rcsst of 
my appointed time. 

I don't mean that, if this explosion of cold were over, I 
should be wholly disinclined to stir; but I should like to do 
it on very ea«y terms. Miss Baring* has i^^'ited me to Bay 
House, with leave to wear high dresses and caps. If she 
had said for how long, and the term of the visit made it 
worth the trouble of packing up, etc., I would have voted 
positively to go, aj< soon as I was up to travelling. As it is, 
the matter remains hanging in the air, tike so much else 
with me! Perhaps I may get up a litUe fit of strength and 

* L>ord Axhburtoa'a aistcr. 
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courage by the end of the month; and when Dr. Carlylo 
and his "poor boys" vacate Scolsbrig for that sacred 
fortnight, actually join you there, and go afterwards to 
MiB. Pringle, and to Mrs. Russell iu patising. Who caul 
say what I may not do? It docs not elrike mc as probable 
that I shall be strong enough for going all that way; still 
I have many a time outgone tlic probable. 

I have a great many curious things to tell you, but my 
shoulders do ache so when 1 at up! Have j-ou heard of 
B— putting lus Wife into confinement? AU the ariatoc- 
racy are coming to— Cremome (!) to-night,— public ex- 
cluded. 

Don't fret about my being alone here; Charlotte is a 
good, biddable, clever little creature. Even my food is 
much better than Ann made it. Nero is wonderfully well, 
tho' getting no cxerci^ beyond wliat he gets in the Garden. 
The canary continues to tumble off its perch, and I to lift 
it up! What a blessing to have somebody to always lift 
one up when one falls off the perch! Good-bye, Dearl 
Don't let the Dromedary* shaltc you too muchl 

Yours ever, 
Jask W. Carlylb. 

LETTER 187 

To T. Carlyk, The Gill, Annan: 

Cbeben, Tbumlar, 23 July, ISKg. 

... It was very kind of you to say, "Don't 

trouble yourself about B , I will pay him." But it is 

Dot in my nature to submit to unpoaitiou. Paying the 
*A big awkward tann-livrae Culjle wu riding. 
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moDcy, tito' £5 7 6 was "a great deal for a wee fallow 
like mc," did not trouble me. at all in vompari^o with 
ieUing mj'self be clii-'atcd. So while you were saying 
"nc%'cr m'ind," I was "taking steps." The I-ettcr which I 
wrote on receiving the Account* got supprosacd on its 
way to the Post-office, m too angry for practical purposes. 
Ixtlkaad, I sent for Hacking,! showed him the work done, 
and got him to estimate the cost. He said he sliould liavc 
corujidcrcd himself well paid witJi 30s; but B. being farther 
off and more expensive, he thought I might offer £2 15 0, — 
not more. I then sent Larkin to B.'s with three pro- 
posals, of which n. might take his choice: I would pay 
£2 15 0; or I would lot the matter be settled by arbitra- 
tion; or he might prosccutt* mo for the whole amount in 
the County Court. After much discussion with the fat, 
winking old man, who always smells of beer, this much 
was wrung from him by I-arkin: that "he would send the 
—Foreman (1) to look at the job!" So yesterday mortiiug 
the Foreman came, preparvd to Mrcap that the one man 
was never drunk, never left the work, "and that the other 
was quite competent; and tlmt the job T&juxrti all the 
time that was charged on it 1 1 " 

To reduce such brazen impudence as this to go away 
content with £3 10 was no slight triumph of fcmala 
elotiucnce; but "I did it, Sir!" However, the two hours' 
talking, the wrath I had to mi-allow down, not to put my- 
self at a disadvantage, the force of will and of logic to bo 
called up, left me not worth picking up after the man was 



*Por putting « now gn,t^ in the Studr. 
tlroDmoocerr la tJi« King's Koad, Coelscft. 
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gone! For hours I seemed to have got Bt. Vitus's dance 
in all my veins, — and to fix my attention was impossible. 
Even my weekly Letter to Sunny Hank, thftt had not 
missed a unglo Wfdnotulay since I came from there last 
year, could Dot get itself written yeslfrday! I was so 
8ony afterl 

£3 10 was 15». more than T had decided to pay; but 
Hacking, whom I sent for in tlie course of the dispute, 
failed me in his apprehensioua of Law, and proposed before 
the man that I should give that much. 

... I have been and phall be in many humours 
about Bay House before I get there; but I have bound 
myself positively to go. I know I ought to give mj-self 
any chance tliere is of getting rid of this wearing cough 
and that a Doctor would order me "change of air." II I 
find myself the better for being in the Country, and that I 
can't properly stay there as long as I should be benefited 
by it, I Hhould tlien be mon; dispo-'^ed and perhaps u little 
fitter to take a longer journey. TIic worst is that I, too, 
must plunge a little into " the carca of cloth," preparatory 
to an aristocratic visit. My wardrobe has been the very 
least of my cares latterly. . . . 

I ha^-e such a life with that sparrow gape-gaping for 
crowdy* whenever I come within three yards of it! And it 
don't make the least progress in learning to feed itself; 
aod it don't die, as was confidently predicted. . . . 

Ever yours, J. W. C 

•Crowdy (or crowdie) ia mujd <md WAler vlirred together. 

" Cvwdw uia>, oiuwdip tw>». 
Vrowdta Uuae UincB IB ■ d*y I 
An n BrowiUi any mur. 
Veil «n>w<ILB •' my mMl avky t " 

—OldSattkBanail. 
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LETTEB 18S 

To T. Carlyk, The Gill, Annan. 

Chelsea, Tu«M]ay, 37 July, 18&S. 

Just a line to-day, Dear, for I have been interrupted 
by one thing aftor another til! I have no time left. First 
there was a Letter from Macready to be answered,— one 
of tbosc Letters that one cannot get off one's heart till the 
answer is written and sent. Then came the — sweeps! 
and tho* I was not needed to help them, I waa needed to 
watch thon that they mightn't put any of the Books into 
their sooty pockets. That job over, Lord A^hburton 
came and siat a long while. And thon Mr. Larkin "to 
take my ordcra." Lord A. did not know I was here, till 
he got your I.,etter this morning:— would have come sooner 
if he had known, etc., etc Would sec all the Yacht men 
to-day, and find out something for you. Tliought j-ou 
should go with Ix)rd DufFerin up tlie Mediterranean, and 
then be put out at Trieste. I vote for the Mediterranean, 
too. It is the only chance you will have of senug what 
everybody has seen. 

Lord Ashburton said he would certainly send 
me the Friedrich Kcture!* 

I look a notion of mince collops to-day, and described 
to Charlotte how to make it. She was.to chop the meat 
ver>- small. "Don't you think. Ma'am," said she, "if I 
scraped it,— made it for you as I used to do for my black- 
bird, it woukl be better than chopping?" 

• A copy of "TIm! Little Drummer" (Fiiedrirh und Wilhelm- 
laa), by Antoine pMn«, &n oncrnvia); of wbicb forms tho frouti*' 
piece to tbc First Vol. of CarlyTe's FrUdrith. 



188 New Ldtera and Mcmoriah of 

The 6pftiT0w waxeU) slrong;— is likely to "take the 
hale yeartli to itsel'!" 

. . . Mrs. Pringlc writes anew about my coming to 
Lanii Hall. If I Ciid myself belter for being in the Coun- 
try, and if I can't stay at Bay Hoiue, there is that to fall 
bock on, if I get strong enough for the long journey. 

Ever yours, 

J. W. C. 



LETTER 189 

To T. Cadyte, The Gill, Annan. 

CheUca. Vnd»y, 30 July, 18A8. 

. . . Lann Hall would liuit me well, I think, I 
should have no fear of being a trouble there, antl no mis- 
givings about my welcome. It is a beautiful place, with 
a.<;sociation!i to make it more beautiful. I should have a 
close carriage to drive out in every day; and Mre. Pringle 
is very quiet, and kind and sensible. I should like that 
better than Oessfiold* under the present circumstancen. 
At Crcssfield I should have "cares of bread, under diffi- 
culties," and I am hardly up to the-m in their simplest, 
most familiar form. Bc»dcs, you sh&uld go to Germany, 
and Creaefieltl all to myself is not conceivable,— as good as 
non-oxlant! Mrs. Pringle says in her Letter (which I 
don't send because you would not dream of attempting to 
decipher its "angles"), "I don't want to pla^e [you] 
with suggestions; but do understand this, Mr. Carlylo 
may ha\'c a whole suite of rooms at Lann. And with no 

* A Urge bouse neiu' EcclcrechniL 
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master In the house, any other Arnuij^ment for his com- 
fort would be painjully mi^ to make!" 

I have writlcn to tier that I will scud her a positive 
ansver on the 6th. By that time I shall understand 
"what I wanted and what I want." The Bay ITouse 
visit docs not promise much as yet. ... If Miss 
Baring had wislR'd a longer vial, I think she would have 
bid mc lay my account with it in leaving honao. Norol 
Oh, dear, no! Nero must "keep up his dignity*' like his 
Mistrcsfr— must not go where he is dc trop. He will do 
very well at home; Charlotte is good to him; and Mr. 
Piper will lake him out. Tlic dog has really kept wonder- 
fully well, in spite of your absence. About Charlotte? 
She will take care of the house, and go on with the chimney- 
sweeping, tmd " thorough-cleaning " that is begun. Not a 
carpet left on, but in the parlour and my bedroom; and 
these to be up, too, so soon as I am gone! Charlotte tn 
more to be trusted nith the house than Ann was; she has 
quite as much sense and infinitely more principle. I can 
dep<;ud on her that the thing 1 bid her do bIjc will do, — 
when my back is turned, the same as before my faoc. Her 
Mother will come imd sleep with her. I ha\-c no wish to 
change Charlotte for an older woman; as she has strength 
and sense enough for the place, I don't sec what I should 
gain by changing her. She is a very good housemaid, and 
is already a better cook than Arm waa. Above all, she is 
my SCT-tfon/,— docs what I order, at the first word,— and 
Dot my Mistress! For the satisfaction of your imagination 
you w^ill find hor much bigger and older-looking when you 
return. A Scot«h servant,— above all, one out of a largo 
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house,— would be a risk I would only nin in case of neces- 
BJty. You would hardly find in Sctillaud a scn'ant of good 
"character" who is not of the Free Chureh or some Church, 
and such persons judge us! and are ill to manage accord- 
ingly. Here, morality is not inseparable from religion (so- 
called). Mrs. Pringle offered me, some time ago, any one 
of her five women, "all goo<I," that T Ukod to "come and 
lake"; and I declined for (he above and other reasons. 
Best to " let well alone." . . . Why, our old Betty 
was jui^t Charlotte's age* when she came to my Mother, 
and had not a third part of Cliarlottc's experience. . . . 
Now this is a long Letter for my last day! I should not 
have had the time to spare if I luul not done most of ray 
packing in the middle of the night, for want of better to 
do 



Yours ever, 



Jane W. Cahltle. 



LETTER 190 

To T. Carlyle, The OiU, Annan. 

B«y House, Alveretoke, 4 Aug., I86S. 
All right, Dear! I get along wry nicely, only the 
Letter at breakfast ia missingi ^Miat should have come, 
in London at 9 o'clock, comes here at 5 p. m., an hour, too, 
when one is generally out driving. But for the rest, I 
have not a single tiling to complain of; and I agree with 
the place famously, I get a fair amount of olcep; am 
much less sensitive abcmt the throat and breast; much 

* In her GftecDtb jur, Hra. Carlyls uys in Mother Letter. 
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less shivory in mind; and unless tti« ^a&s lierc is mode to 
flatter, my face is much less haggard and ghastly. I 
could not but tliink IhJK morning wbon I took a last look 
at myself in my new grey gown and ionart lilac cap, that I 
looked a decidpdly presentable woman,— for my ycaral 
Not at all the "seedy party" that Fairie was lyrically 
recognising only a wpck ago, as "th? most decided case of 
necding-lo-go-out-of-Towu, tliat waa evor seenl" To be 
suio, the Howell & James' Dressmaker, seeing the necca- 
fflties of the case, had padded the new gown in a very 
artistic maimer— "chiefly wadding, Mr. Carlylc!" But 
she it wasn't who added the touch of human colour to my 
face. Besides the benefit to my healtli, I am very well 
situated in moral respects; the only visitors bcsidca my- 
self, Mrs. Mildmay and her Son (whom she calls " Light of 
our Soul ") are good-humoured, lively people. And the 
Miss Darings, without seeming to take any pains to be 
kind to mt>, contrive to make me feel quite at home. They 
are not at alt dull in their own house, only rational, occu- 
pying themselves in some work or some rpading, and ex- 
pecting the viritors to do likewise. In fact, I feel as if I 
ha<I sat down to rest a while in a little green clearing, 
atter struggling till I was exhausted, thro' a tangled wooti, 
getting myself scratched and torn! 

As you did write to Miss Baring before (she has never 
spoken of ihal, nor ha\'e I), perhaps it might be well to send 
her now a few linos of thank;? for making nie so comfortable. 

I went yesterday with the Mildmays on board the 
Vrgenl in Portsmouth Harbour. Mrs. M. wished to .'we the 
cabin io whicli "Light of our Soul" i« about to smi to 
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Malta. The ^y was so blue! and the sea viaa so green! 
and I was not tiick; "and it wa« a good joy!" Only I got 
a touch or two of brown paint on the new gownl 

Afifs Baring is hoping that if you don't eail "bryond 
the Kunact" in that "Yaclit," you may como to Loch 
Luichart. One of the young Princes (AUredl lives in 
Croker's House; where a white flag flies to tell when he is 
at home. And he has a little skifT in the bay, and a crew 
and a stall of Oflicers. The Queen eomcs sometimes to 
breakfast, or to take tea with him,— at Crokcr's! 

Youre ever, 

J. W. Carlylb. 

LETTER 101 

To Mrs. Russeil, ThomhUl. 

nay Houie, Alvcretoke, 8 Aug,, ISSS. 

There then! I have gone and done it! And if you 
find it strange or unnatural of ine, blame yourself, young 
woman! It is "all along" of your stinginess in writing 
to me, while I was so many weeks ill an<l alone, and your 
not seeming the least curtotu whether I was coming or 
not,— the Summer meantime passing away. ;\I1 along 
of this unnaturulncss on your part, that I had gone and 
been bo unnatural as to tell Mrs. Pringle first, that T was 
coming, and to engage to go straight to her!! Now, wliat 
do you think, my Dear? I have no purpose, however^ 
to be " off with the old love before I am on with the new." 
I don't see (hat the one need interfere with the other. 
8o I seriously intend callirti/ upon jfou, altho' upon my 
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honour, with your long silences when I was bo rwcding 
to be writUin to, you have made nie doubt whether you 
care for seeing mc in reality or notl Wc shall sec! 
I can swear to it that / care very much for seeing you, at 
all rates; and thai I sliould be hard to peniuade, and very 
sorry to be persuaded, that Mrs. Pringle's ntto friendship 
for me is warmer than your old friendship, altho' she 
has shown more interest about my coming, and indeed 
supplied the courage that was wanting to me, by all sorts 
of promises held out,— even the promise of "Dr. RuEsell 
to bring mc rouud," if I should be knocked up by the 
journey. 

I have been here with the Miss Barings (Lord Ash- 
burton'si Sisteni) for the last ten days, and remain till 
the 24tb. As soon aa I pan manage it, I mean to start 
for Dumfriesshire. I had no euch thought, at least only 
in the form of a "devout imagination," when I came 
away. But the journey did mc so much good, and I 
have been such an improved woman ever since,— «> 
unrecognisable as the "seedy party" (so a lady described 
me) that I was, for a long time back, in London, that I 
think it would be stupid not to take more of the Country, 
and spend my time as pleasantly as T can while Mr. C. 
is still out of luirnc«s. I don't think be will be returning 
to London till the end of September. And September 
a often a fine month in Scotland. So, since I have got 
up my strength enough for a journey to Scotland (taking 
it at two halves), I see no reason why I should remain 
" tike owl in <leeert" on the banks of that horrible Tluuncs, 
wuting Mr. C.'s return. 
Vac. a.-tt 
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I had sorac td«a or going rrom here on the 24Ui to 
Sherborne House in Dorsetshire, wliere I had n preeang 
invitation from Macready (the actor), a family I have 
Ions bccii much attached to. But in that case I should 
have made in>'8etf quite too late for Scotland; and while 
I was wavering between the two (hrectiona, exactly at 
the right moment, came Mrs. Pringle's Uist Letter, ^ving 
mc the push I needed towards the North. So I shall go 
straight to London on the 24th,— and then! 

Meanwhile I am in no haste to be gone from here. 
It is the place of all others to get strong at. Close by 
the sea, — nothing between me and the sea but a lawn, 
a terrace walk, and a little fringe of Scotch firs; then fiuch 
a lofty airy House, with such beautiful grounds; long 
drives in an open carriage everj- day; sails too in the Bay 
when I like; quiet, kind clever people to live with! What 
more could one wish to have? But one likes and feels 
grateful to any place where one sleeps better and eats 
better, and feels leas weak and miserable. I have not 
been so well for ten montlis as Kince I came here; and 
tho' I don't expect I have got over my tendency to catch 
cold, and to spend my life— nine-tenths of it— in having 
cold, I am imspeakftbly thankful for the present respite; 
and am m anxious to prolong it a few weeks as if 
it were a question of good health for all the rest of 
my life I 

Mr. Carlyle is atill at The Gill,— bcginmng to weary 
of it I think; for Lord Ashburton told me he had 
written to him to ftnii "a man with a Yacht" to take hun 
to the Baltic Sea, on his way to Germany! Perhaps 
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I., who was to have a meeting with Mr. C. this morn- 
ing at Dumfries, may persurtde him, in default of the 
Yacht, to follow him to the Highlands. 

I have written to t«lt him not to trammel himself tn 
the least with me, and tliat iu all I have to do with it. 
He tclla me be aaw my Aunt Anne in Dumfries. If she 
is at Thomhill by now, g^ve her my love, and say I hope 
to come across her. — 

Kindest rc^ard^ to Dr. RuescU. Yours, dearest Mary, 
ever most affectionately, 

Jane W. Cablvlk. 

LETTER 192 

To T. Carlyle, Paste Re&tante, Dresden. 
(Forwarded to Prag.) 

Lion RmU, Tjrnron, DuntfrirBshin), 
Stuuttty, '39 Auguat, 1858.' 

T hope, Dear, that you have stood it as well as I have! 
and that I shall hear to that effect to-morrow. There 
may be a Letter now lying for me perhaps; but none are 
delivered here on Sundays. 

I left L<ondon at nine on Friday morning, in a quiet 
and cheerful frame of mind, having arrived at the StstJon 
without hurry, a quarter of an hour before the time, 
accompanied by Charlotte and Nero (who would come and 
see me off); and met, on descending from my cab, by 
first George Cooke, and then I<arkin with a fresh^athered 
auquet! The former had offered hia services before I 
efl Bay House; but Larkin was quite unexpected. Dr. 
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Corlyle, likewise, had ofTered to see me off, " if I f 

body"; but I n-as charmed to say I had somebody, for ^ 

be was very much "detached." . . . B 

Mrs. Pringle did not miss me at Carlisle Station : be- 
fore I waji well out of thc> ciirriage an arm waa put quietly ^| 
aroimd my neck, and my face brought close to ber kindly ~ 
smiling one. A waiter stood behind her to take immediate 
chai:gc of my luggage; and in two minutes I was in a 
beautiful quut Ktting-room of the County Hotel; and 
she was putting tea in the tea-pot. And when I had put 
. off my bonnet and shawl iu the adjoining bedroom, there 
was brandered chicken and ham, etc., etc., all ready for 
me. My bed had been 00 aired that the sheets w;re 
actuaUy warm. I elcpt wonderfully, considering the 
squealing of trains,— hardly awoke with themi I had 
been sleeping very ill at Chcyne Row, and was very thank- 
ful I had made up my mind to be off again. Next morn- 
ing, when I was thinking about getting up, a white child- 
kwking figure glided in thro' the door opening into Mrs. 
Pringle '3 bedroom, and sat down on her knees at my 
bcdade, in night clothes, and fell to kissing mcl Sho 
is a very curious woman, this Mrs. Pringle; so enthusiastic 
and so calm, almost to outward chilliness; so cultivated 
in mind and so deficient in all accomplisliment; so devout 
and so liberal. She will 8er\'C me to study for all the 
time I stay. We went after breakfast to see the Cathedral, 
and heard some beautiful music,— service being going on. 
It waa Market-day, and I looked all about to see if Jamie 
[Carlyle] might lATchaiice turn up; but without result. 
We theo drove to a place in the neighbourhood, where a 



Jam ITeteA CtaiyU 



197 



Dr. Lonsdalp lives, retired from Practice, having married 
a woman of "larjge fortune." lie Is a vory old friond of 
Mrs. P.'s, and a most enthuBiastic admirer of j-oure; but 
I tbink it is your early revolutionary phase that be has 
sworn himself to. He told me of a wealthy Paper-maker 
who had read two "Papeis on you" at the Mechanics 
Inetitute, which were "really clever, and were extremely 
well received." They would have given us lunch there, 
but were restricted to wine and grapes,— Mrs. P. choosing 
to lunch at the Hotel rather. At 3, after a modest dinner, 
we took the train for Thomhill. (It goea without telling 
that I was not allowed to expend a sixpence in Carlisle.) 
I looked out with interest at Cummertress;* but absolutely 
not a li^nng being was to be seen. Again at Dumfries I 
looked out; but knew only Lauderdale Maittand, who 
came into our carriage. Eh-ery step of the road after 
was miserable to me; and in spite of having been there 
two years ago, I was like to choke when I got out at the 
Thomhill Station and drove off in another direction than 
Templand. Mrs. Pringle kindly refrained from speaking 
a word to me, till we got home, where a good 6ro to my 
beautiful bedroom and a comfortable "nip o' tea" cheered 
me up. I slept very well and fee! not worse but better 
for my journey; tho' it is raining lOHlay, and cold enough 
to be glad of the fire in the Librar)'. No bother about 
Church: Mrs. P. haa not gone herself. 

I must send this unpaid, as I am not sure of ita reaching 
you, and don't know what stamps to put on it; and in 
fact have only a few penny ones. 

• Station (od tbe GlMfow k S. W. Ry.) for tli« OiU. 
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I sent to Chapman to send me the Book* so eoon 
h« ha<! the maps and index ready. John had got himself 
a copy without [niaps, etc.]. Surely I shall got a Letter 
to-morrow. By the way it is not Ijand but Lann this 
plaoc. 

Yours affectionately, 

J. W. C. 



LEETTR 193 
On my getting hoinu from Germany i» Autumn, 1858. 

— T.e. 

To T. Carlyle, Clielsea. 

ThornhiU, Wrdnrsdity, "22 S#p.. 1858.' 
Oh my Dearl I hope tliat Nlto will know you and 
welcome you "in his choicest mood"; and I hope tliat 
Charlotte will "not fall but rise with the emergency" 
(as Miss Anderton saj-s she does); and I hope that in 
practical things at least you will not miss me — much! 
for the few days you will be left to your own shifts. I 
shall be back to you in the early days of next week. Noth- 
ing can go materially wrong, one would say, till then. 
Nay, it is probable tlmt for that long, you may even 
prefer being "well let alone." Still I am uia« to think 
of your arriving from your long wanderings, in my absence; 
and when I got your Letter telling me you were positively 
not to return by Scotland, and not to be at Cheyne How 
till to-morrow, I should have wound up my affairs here 
in a hurry and dashed off home in time to receive you, — 
had I been up to any dashing. But alack, my Dear, 

*Fint two volumes of FricdridL 
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Lcltor found me just reoovertng from an ultadc 
of Bometbing extremely like— cholcm! when any tmpru- 
dortce might have cost me my life. Beados Dr. Russell 
was here to take good care I committed none! Can you 
figure anything more fortunate than my taking this illness, 
—once it was to be taken,— in hia house! Such a Doctor 
and such a nurse "all to myself" (aa the children 88y)l 
Had Uicec crampe taken me two days sooner, at Laiui, 
I would have gone on bearing them as long as possible 
without sending for help; and I had no morphia with 
mo to have taken at my own hand; and (as Basil Mon- 
tagu says of the powder found wet when the battle eshould 
begin) " what then would not have been the consequences? " 
I declare it was almost worth while to fall ill here, just 
for the satisfaction of seeing once more a Ttal Uvl' Doctorl 
What a blessing to society is such a phenomenon! It 
reminded me of the good old time when my childish 
mind could conceive of no higher mifsion than to "ride 
about and sec the folk!" Not one useless question did 
(hat man bother me with, and not one necessary question 
did he omit to ask ; his quiet clear dcciiiive manner inspired 
me with such faith in liim that i would have swallowed 
pnissic acid or strj-chnine at his bidding. And so he 
gives me the charactiM of " a |)erfoctIy excellent patient." 
Cestsdon! A* for Mrs. ttussell's nursing, it was as anxious 
and devoted as my own Mother's. 

The practical deduction from all which is tliat you 
must send Dr. Russell a copy of tJie Friedrich as soon 
as possible, and be sure to write his name on it with your 
own hand. God knows if you don't owe him my Ufet 
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... I mean to Ica\'e here by the early tram on 
Monday; stop at Dumfries to see Jean; get on to Mary's 
before dark; stay over Tuesday at the Gill (in cxpcctalion 
that Jamie can come there) ; and then straight to Chelsea 
next day (Wednesday). . . . Mpanwliile what aro 
you to do about finding thinss? Clmrlottc is rather good 
at finding! Take her up gently, tell her what you want, 
in plain English, and I have no doubt you will find her 
very docile and "quick at the up^." . . . 



LETTER IM 

To Mrs. Aitken, Dumfries! 

Chelsea, 16 Janiiuy, 18W. 

My dear Jean— To do Mr. C. justice, he didn't forget to 
pve your message; . . . 

I asked him just now when ho came to light hia 
pipe at my fire (his own " declining to take up the tobacco 
smoke ") if he had any message to you to-day. " Nothing, 
except that I am very happy with — my gloves and — all 
tJiat!" His horse gives more satisfaction than I ever 
saw horse, or person or thing give him in the world before! 
Every time when ho comes in from riding, be breaks out 
into lyrical recognition of its virtues and good sense. 
" Never did he see in all his life a more remarkable com- 
bination of courage and sensibility." I expect he will bo 
much the better for his riding when the weather gels a 
little warmer and more settled. At present it is too cold 
at the late part of the day be goes out in, and he has 
to ride too fast to keep life in him, and that just iouncdiato* 
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\y before c>ating his dinner. And tlien he lies on the sofs 
alter, and slfC|X4 tlio sl«op of the jiint for an hour and 
hall, or two hourel and tlien he wonders that he wakea 
too early in the morning! I wish to Heaven this Book 
were off hJs hands, — in any way.* He has never takea 
heartily to the subject; ought never to have tried to make 
a silk purse out of a bow's car; Tor it noodn all possible 
love for Ihc! flubject to carry him along thro' such eavere 
labour as he puts into everything he writes. . . . 

Yours very truly, 

Jane W. Carltle. 

LBTTBR 19S 

To Mrs. Russell, Tliomkill. 

Chelsea, Jon. or Feb., 1869? 

Dearest Mary— If I don't take care I shall be falling 
into the self-.tame evil course I warned you against in 
my laat.t "Let him tlrnt slandeth on the house-top 
take heed," etc. I don't think my brain is so active when 
I «t(vp (as T still continue (o do with that wkisky}\ as 
it used to be when I spent the greater part of my nights 
in reading in my bed, to stave off insane thoughtsi The fact 
is, anyhow, that my stupidity in these weeks approaches 
the sublime! and yet I don't get fat upon it; bo I doubt 
if it be good, genuine, liealthy stufndity, and not rather 
BOme physical torpor. Perhaps the explanation were 
comprised In the few frank words which Dr. Jcffson ad- 

•Pritdrieh. aUsI— T. a 

tLeltRr 2(H, LftteT$ and KemoruUi. 
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dressed to the woiild-bc Dandy who consulted him: "You 
are old — y€», damned old, ihal's alU!" 

Did you ever see such a Winter? I suppose it is 
good for weak things, but the Doctors here say tbora 
never was more sickness, — only the Doctors say that, 
every Winter, whether it be mild or severe! My poor 
Cousin* at Falmouth fancies the climate there equal to 
that of Madeira. I question if it be Falmouth that makes 
the difference. Of course he is no better. His Mother 
writes such flouri^liing Letters about the comforts be 
has, and the attentions he receives at Falmouth, that it 
is difficult to not let oneself be distracted from the Jad of 
the caac, — that her ooly son is d^ng. Bence Jones for- 
warded to me a Letter from the Falmouth Doctor, to 
destroy every hope, had I still entertained any. I have 
oever seen so unintelligible a woman as Mrs. George 
Welsh. 

I have another sorrow in the constant expectation 
of hearing from na<ldingtt)n that the eldest of my two 
dear old ladies is dead. She has continued to live and 
keep all her intellect and feelings as alive as ever, — nobody 
knows how, — for weeks back. For she has lost the facility 
of taking nouriiihment, by which alone she was kept la 
life, the Doctor said. The other can't 9ur\'ive her long; 
and then Haddington will be turned all into a churcb-yard 
for met What a strange reflection it must be for Miaa 
Douglas {if she ever reflects), that she has outlived aU 
she be^an life besidel Even a distant approximation to 
that state of being left behind all one's contemporaries, 

*JobD WoUb, ton of Dr. We-liib'a Brotbcr George 



Jane Wdsh Carlyle 



203 



lies one sn toae and drpsry at times! But abo it makes 
^ early frinmls wc still posses* doubly dear; every year 
they become more precious. Think of that, you, when 
you are tempted into faithlct^ speculations about any 
Mrs. Pringic I may take up with! 

I beard, curiously enough, of Mrs. Dunbar, the other 
day. She was A-isiting a Mrs. Borthwick (/ don't know 
the lady), a friend of the .\rtbt who did that Picture of 
our "Interior." Mrs. Borthwick was showing her aomo 
Italian viewa, and among them was a photograph of the 
Ficture, which the Artist had given this Mrs, Borthwick. 
Mrs. Dunbar went into raptures over its distinctness, and 
suddenly, not knowing what Interior it vtUB, exclaimed, 
"Good Gracious! there ia Mrs. Carlyle sitting in it!'' 
Tait was enchanted when Mrs. Borthwick repeated to him 
this tribute to his talent. 

How are your maids going on? And the Bread? 
Have you put "sand in the oven," as Mrs. Blacklock 
advised? 

lily little Charlotte continues to beltave tike the good 
girl of a Fury Tale I The only drawback to my satisfaction 
with her is, that it seems too great to last,— Id a world of 
imperfcclionsl 

Do you still wake up your patient Husband two or 
three times a night to talk to you? You should have 
seen Mr. Cariyle'a stare of astonishment and horror, 
when I told him you bad that practice! 

... My kindest regards to the Doctor. Did I 
tell you I had put Nipp* into a little frame, and hung 

• iSn. RuneU'a litllu dog. 
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him in ray Dressing-room? When Mr. C. first noticed 
it, he said, "May I ask, my Dear, who is the interesting 
quadruped you have been at the pains to frame 
there?" 

Your affectionate 

Jane W. Cabltlb. 



LETTER 1«6 

To Major Damdsoni Edinburyh*. 

Chcleea, t4Cb Fob., 18S0. 

My dear friend— It is not to you that I should write 
this evf-'ning, if I were animated with a due sense of " the 
duty nearest hand!" I'utliug aside all questions of a 
cap to be "done up" (alas that England should expect 
of one to wear cap» at "a certain age" for all that one's 
hlur don't turn gray 1), and all questions about three pairs 
of socks in my workbasket in immediate need of danuog; 
then Katie Macrcady in breathless expectation of a Letter 
from me to tell her what I think of a bulky MS., on which, 
aft«r the fashion of young ladies of the present day, she 
has been employing her leisure, instead of on a sampler; 
and there is Miss Anderton (a young Actress and a good 
girl as can be) expecting "a few lines" about a sensible 
little "Article" of hers, entitled "Thoughts on Actresses," 
in the Englishwoman's Journal, which she sent me yester- 
day. (What a mercy you were married a good many j-care 
agol You could hardly have succeeded in finding a Wife 
now who had not published a Book or contributed to a 
Journal, or at Icaat had a MS. in progress!) And there ia an 
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unknown Entity.* who is pleased to pass by the name of 
Ceortje Eliot, to whom I ha%'e owpd acknowledgement a 
urcek back for tlic present of her new Novel Adam Bede, 
a really charming Book, which, Novel tho' it be, I odviae 
you to read; and I engage that you will not find the time 
mtj»-«pent, under penalty of reading the dreariest Book 
of Sermons you tike to impose on me, if you do! All 
tkat I don't feel equal to breaking ground on to-night. 
. . . That Litlic picture of your ™it to Graofa 
Braes! How pretty, how dreamlike! awakening so many 
recollections of my own young visitings there :— the dinners 
of rice and milk, with currants— a very few currants- 
kind, thrifty Mrs. Gilbert Burns used to give me, with 
such a welcome! of play-fellows, boj-s and girls, — all 
I fancy dead now,— who made my Saturdays at Grant's 
Braee white days for met— I went to see the dear old house, 
when I was last at Sunny Hank, and found the new prosaic 
fannhouflc in its stead; and it was as if my heart had 
knocked up against it! A sort of (moral) bhw in the 
breast is what I feel always at these sudden revelations 
erf the new uncared-for thing usurping the place of the 
thing one knew as well as oneself, and had all sorts of 
associations with, and lind hung Ihc fondest memories 
oo! When I first eaw Mrs. Somcrville (of mathematical 
celebrity), I was much struck with her exact likeness to 
Mrs. G. Bums— minus the geniality— and plus the feathers 
in her head! and I remember remarking to my Husband, 
that after all Mrs. Burns was far the cleverer woman of 

■ Culvl" told hix Wifn that Adam Bed* wju written by m 
womtu)- tin iDststitly canie< lo this eouduiion from the ftutbor*! 
tUworiptioa of tbe mnJUDg o( n paDellcd doof. 
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the two, inasmuch as to bring up twelve children, as tbeee 
young Burnses were brought up, and keep up such a 
comfortable house as Grant's Braes, tUl on eitjfiiy pmintta 
a year, was a much more intricate problem than> the 
Reconcilement of the Physical Sciences! autl Mr. C. cor- 
dially agreed with me. I am glad however, the Centenary 
is over! for Mr. C. wa« pestered out of his wits with Letters 
from all the braying Jackasses in creation about it. If 
he had cut himself up into square inches, he could not 
have been present at all the "occasions" where he was 
summoned. He, Mr. C, is as busy as ever tearing away 
at his new Volimies. Meanwhile I am S5)ending my life 
with the two Royal Children (of bis Title page), &a laigc 
as life! Lord Ashburton having made me a present of 
the lecture from which the engraving was made. It 
quite makes the fortune of my Drawing-room. For one 
thing, it serves the end our pretty httle Shandy* used 
to serve at Haddington, and is something for the stupid 
caUers to chatter about. . . . Kind regards to your Wife. 
Affectionately yours, 

Jane Carlylb. 



LETTER 197 

To Mrs. Braid, Green End, Edinburgh. 

Chelsea, Friii*y, 'Sprinj. 1889.' 

My dearest Betty— I shouldn't wonder it you were 
wearying to hear from me! I know that / am wearying 
to hear from you; and there isn't much hope of that 
till I have firat put you in my debt. The fact is I have 

•SMuiUr, p. 94n. 
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a far wider correspondence on my hands than is either 
profitable or plcasaot; and (here are ex> {pw hours in the 
day that I cnn give to writing, being subject to continuous 
inlcmiptionfl in the forenoons, and in the afternoons too 
wearied for anything but lying on a sofa, betwixt deeping 
and waking. Ach! I remember "Tom Dodds" telling 
Mr. Brown* (you remember Mr. Brown?) that it was 

*J»nea Drotrit, who in 1812, >uc^Rl^dRd Eilnnrd Iirinf as 
TMdur of th« Public School at. I1addini:ion. Miss Wol^ had 
private tuition from both Irvine and Brown, nnd b1iu> att<.1ld«^d 
the Schtwl undpr t-nch nucci-'iuivdv. The foUowinK i'xccq>ta from 
Dr. Welsh's A ccouut Book (" Book of Receipts and Expunditur«" 
be colls it] give the datcH adiI othur iterui oC conndcmblc iDt«r«M: 

21 Nov., 1811. Paid Mr. IrvinK up to tli<> I6th £2 2 

17 Dee.. 1811. Pftfd Mr. Irviug up to the 17th 2 2 

SO Feb., 1812. P«id Mr. Irvins up lo (hf 17tli for 

Private TeAchinii; to Jvuiir 2 2 

" " " Paid him »l(Ki for School wagt* 1 fi l" 

17 March, 1812. Paid Hr. Irving for tMching Jeany 

one hour irdav from 1 7 ult I II 6 

17 JuDc. 1812. Paid Ur. Irvine to thin date, for 
three montbe leaching of Latin, one 

houra-day ^ £1,11.6 4 14 6 

27 Aug., 1812. Puid Mr. Irving to account of tvoch- 
inK Jenny from liwt payment to thia 
date Z 10 6 

(Thin in the laat payment to Irving mentioood in tbs Accoost 
Book.) 

9 Feb., 1813. Paid Hr. Brown for teaehing Jcany 

from Nov. Isiit to 9 March nest . . Q 8 

In April, 1813, Miss Welsh was sent to the Boanllng School 
mentioned in the RtminiMcenat4, as the following rutty Bhowa: 
IB April, 1S13. Paid Mrs. Uennins n quarter in ad- 
vance, from the 14lh inst., of Jeany's 

BoArd li l.? 

27 Oct., 1813. Paid Mr«. llenning in part of another 

Juarter'a Board for Jeany. S 8 
aid Mr. Jnmrs UrowTi, TcacbcT for 
Jeany, Latin and GeoKraphy, up to 
Dec., 28, l$ia, when tba went to his 
Public School 8 12 

Pminrnably Edirnrd Irving cuve up the Haddington Brhool 
at tbe beginning of ihn Summer- holiday a, 1812. On the llth of 
July of this year, Miiw Welsh would be eleven years o4d; yel by 
this tiniR iihi- had fallen " pasaiooately io love with Irviogl" This 
would probably be her aeoood eaae of Child-love." See eaie, p. 47, 
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impoflsible to Icam the whole of some task he had marked 
out to U3, that he "hadn't time for so much." "Then," 
8Ud Mr. Brown, "make time, eir! Miss Welsh can always 
make time for as much as I like to give her!" He wouldn't 
compliment me on my talent for making time now, poor 
fellow! if he were alive to pay compliments, seeing how 
I go on! It isn't that I am grown idle or lazy at heart, 
but I am grown physically incapable of exertion. It's 
no good trying to "gar myself" do things now. If I 
overdo my strength one hour, I have to pay for it the 
next with utter impossibility to do anything! . . . Be- 
sides this bodily languor and weariness, I really have now 
little to complain of. I keep free of colds; have not 
coughed since November; and I get some reasonably 
good sleep ever since I retumetl from Scotland and took 
to drinking — whisky-toddy! Don't be alarmed! I never 
increase my dose, and it is but one tablespoonful (of 
whisky, that is) before going to bed. 

For the rest, Mr. Carlyle ia hard at work as usual; 
and the house would be dull enough, if it were not for 
the plenty of people,— often more than enough,— who 
come to see me in the forenoons, and for Charlotte's 
dancing spirits and face radiant with good humour and 
kindhness all day long. And the strange Ultle being 
has 8o much good sense and reflection in her, that she is 
quite as good to talk with as most of the fine ladies that 
come about me. Sometimes I go out for a drive, and 
stay to luncheon (which is my dinner) with some friend 
or other, to shake the cobwebs «(T my brain, which are 
apt to gatlior Iticrc whca I &l too much at home! Last 
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Tuesday I spent two or three hours at George Reimie's! 
Oh! you can't fancy what an old woro-lookiDg man he 
is f^wn! He has a gruid house; and his Cousin Jane 
whom he married (instead of me) seems to make him a 
devoted Wife; but hU life is not a happy one, I think. 
Great ambition and smalt perse^-erance have brought him 
a succession of disappointments and mortificationa which 
have embittered a temper naturally none of the best! 
.... In spite of all this, I am always glad to meet 
Geor^ for the sake of dear old long ago; and if he is not 
glad to meet me, he is at least atill very fond of mc, I am 
sure. I saw at his house, the other day, for the first time, 
Marion Mundcnttone (Margaret's only Daughter). She 
ifl the imapc of what Margaret was wh«n she went with 
mc to the Batlincrief Ball,— my last Ball in Kast Lothian! 
I have been to Balls here,— very grand ones too,— but 
never with the same heurt I carried to that one, 
before any shadow of death had fallen on my young 
life! 

Who on Earth do you think I have coming to Two 
o'clock dinner with me? (Mr. C. dines at seven, which is 
too long for me to wait now-a-da)*8). That tall Sir George 
Sinclair tJmt went to see George [Welsh?], with some 
wonderful ointment or other, whieh of course did him no 
good! He is living in the vicinity of London, at present; 
and wantii us to spend a month with him at Thurso CastJe 
(in the very extreme North of ScotUnd), when Summer 
is come. If I could be conveyed there in my sleep, I 
should make no objections for my share; but it would 
be a terrible long joumcy to go, for tl>e doubtful pleasure 

Vol. II.-H 
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of finding Sir G«orgc Sindur and Lady ClemeDttaa at 
the end of it! 

. . . Surely this mild Winter must have been good 
for George (Betty's Son]— as it has been for me. If I only 
knew biin improvit^, tbo' ever so slowly, I ttbould think 
of you in your new home with pleasure. Hfkvc you any 
snowdrops or crociiiies in bloom? My Cousin Walter sent 
mo a dozen snowdrops from Aucbtertool in a Letter. 
They arrived as ^al as could be; but when I put them in 
water, I could poaiti\Tly see them drinking and their 
little bellies rounding themselves out, till they looked 
as fresh as if lliey had been just brought in from the 
garden. 

My kind regards to your Husband and George, 
^ectionately yours, 

Janx Cabltlb. 

John Welsh ia still at Falmouth, not worse he sa^. 
But the Dr. thinks his cose perfectly hopeless. 

LETTER 108 

To Mrs. RvsseU, ThomhiU. 

CbFlHM, 13 Uky, 18». 
Dearest Mary— Had I been ever so well, I shouldn't 
have written till ymt wrote, — just to brin^ it home to your 
bu«ncgs and bosom how much easier it is to keep out of 
a long silence than to get out of it! For you couldn't but 
know very well, my Dear, that you were owing me a long 
IjCtter, in spite of your cool doubts as to whose turn it 
was! Indeed I was very cross with you, till I heard that 
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you had been ill with your stomach, and then I regretted 
that I had stood on my righlx of woman, when I could to 
easily have written, on the voluntary principle. Especial- 
ly as to answer your Letter at once on receiving it, was 
among tJie things forbidden to me. My dear, for weeks 
I haTC been forbidden to write, or read, or talk, or ihinkl 
ibovc all I was "on no account to thinkt" I might knit 
in my bed, if I liked, but notliiog else. Besides swallowing 
tonics, wine, and "nourishing food" from morning till 
night,— and I might add, from night till morning,— and 
as I never bad succeeded in learning to knit, and my 
Doctor "couldn't teach me" (which he excessively re- 
gretted), I had just to resign myself to be an idiot! 

So, I have "had a Doctor after all!" Doctor Itussell 
will say he had been right then, in telling me I " had never 
been very ill or I would have sent for a Doctor!" But 
let me tell him fii^t why I sent for a Doctor on the present 
occasion. In the tirst place my head was getting li^, 
which threatened to dinablc me from gi^nng directions about 
myself; in the second place there was need of oomcbody 
%eko knew to explain to Mr. C. that if care were not taken, 
I should die of sheer weaknes3l~a thing which makes 
no show to inexperienced eyes,— especially to eyes blinded 
with inccGsant contemplation of Frederick the Qreatf* 

'Ckrt^l* wfts more nwuc, now abA at &I1 l!ni««. of liia Jkne'i 
wckkBeu ftod ill h«iJth th«D iihc imkgjnt^d. There U iritrc^Iy > I^t- 
tar e( bUloiuiy infoiborof hu F*rnily (And h>> wrolrtuooi^ or otlt«r 
of Ifaem olmosl even dity) iu wtucb hie does oot refer «pi!cific*lly 
to livr gum of hi'iklih; und when sbc I* «t M Mrioiuly il! he glvtt 
dctftili of bpr *ytnp(omii wilh a iniDutPu«<M ■'hich is quilv pulh(^ti<>, 
£q)««i»lty ia tats tli» ckjw whi-n he is writing lu Dr. Cnrlylc, — m 
Pb]r**oijin in whom b<^ iidll hi>d u liafprlof hope, T!iU will l>»coiiie 
Kffmnat wh«n Carlylc'a Letters kte publialieil ; luvuptiiui! I lUKy 
fivt ui esajople or two applicable to Hrg. C*itylc's prcerot illacae, 
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So I sent for the neartst General PracUtioner* (whom I 
knew to bow to, and had often been struck with tho 
kuman practical look of); and he came, and more than 
realized my most songiiine expectations; not only making 
the danger of my situation underftood, so that I was 
dehvered from petty worries, and all that, but helping 
me up with strength, by medicines, and especially by 
^ving me to understand that, if I did not make myself 



whiVh w** not of ft vrry i^oii* nature, little mors thu thi 
r«fult of n bad cold, conipUc»tcd by constitutional weaksSM ttd 
bIqidsC toial loM of appetite. 

On the 14tb of April, a month bfifnro th« datn of the ittwve 
Letter, liu writes to Dr. Carlyle: " Pour Jtuie, I reieret to Buy, aa 
the tronit item a! all, hns linikrti down at Ituit: la the outburat of 
ftlmost July ktal last wrck hut one, »he ttnppti too suddenly, 
gr&du&tiy gut into a biut rold (accuiiiulftted peceacicieii, 1 hkvo 
p«rceivRd, were there nt any rate); and for the taut four da^s, 
■leoplesa, foodle^s, eoui;h>nji. tormented somenliere in the renoo 
ot tne htart. she has lipi-n an ill a> I ever aaw her. Not till this 
morning pri-tty Ule, could I Hatter myself with the leaat aiin of 
iiuproveriieuti but now I do atrivo to believe we are roond th« 
eorncr agnin. ^he hit* eaten a partiele of white liiih (her own 
demand), and is lying quiet, with here and there a moment ot 
•lecp, which Is betUr tlinn none." He then rocs on to nik Dr. 
Carfyle to look at Crrssflpld. a fine housi* In Dumrrleesliiro. then 
lo let furnished. " i find." he writes, " I eould for a ci^rtain part 
of my work, park the necrMary Hooka in nomelhing like com* 
pendfoua shape ; and v.'r\U in the country At alt events, to eatber 
a little strength there would be vi-ry furlbi-mome both for acif and 
Partner." 

Again on the 29th of April, he writes to Mrs. Aitken: "She 
(Jane) is eloso in her bed. with a Doctor watehing over h«r, — a 
rather sentiMe kind of man, who comes daily, and civea tittle or 
no medirine. but preacribes food (or attempts at food), and above 
all (hint(s uliHoluteMfenM and tho steady endeavour to xire achaDM 
for Tt»t. He doea not lOBtn alarmeil about her neneral statu; but 
says that of all the patients he hax had xhi- in the most exrita'iti!, and 
Is so <iitak in bodily respects that she amaies him. As weiok aa 
an infant, poor little soul; and loaded daily (not in tbeae days 
only) with such a burden ot sufTeriiiK. which nhe bears without 
qtiamlling with it morel Yesterday I did not see her except ooco, 
n strict was her order for nechision. Hhe sleeps v«ry little, but 
not absolutelv none; it is the same with her eating.— I flatter 
myself, and ibe medical man flntters me, with the hope of aecing 
ber /mrfy on the inendinic band (as indeed, we hope she already 
iBtriuBJcallv is) in the course of a few days more-'t 

« Hr. llsraca. 
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eai, I should ccrtiunly die. The violent illness which had 
preceded this state nf weakness I had liealed he said 
quite right, but my "audacity was not a thing he would 
recommend ine to repeat." During the three weeks that 
I saw him every day and was allowed to see no one else, 
I iDdi>ed took quitn a serious attachment to him; and he 
finds roc the very oddest patient he ever had. He now 

D'ts with me half an hour instead nf the official three 
linutcs. Another tiling, he is not uulike Dr. Russell; — 
eertauily for liker him than any other Medical Man in 
London.— But I am writing too long. I am in the drawing- 
room now, after three weeks' confinement to bed,— part 
of the day at least; and may see one person daily. And 
I am improving in strcnglh slowly but steadily. So soon 
as I am up to moving, and the weather is warm, I must go, 
my Dr. saj-s, to the seaside.— Cod bleas you. 
Affectionately, 

J. W. Carlylb, 



LETTER 190 

To Mrs. RuaseU, ThomhiU. 

Sunof Bank, naddington, SundAf, 
'27 JuD«, issa.'. 

My dearest Mary— You are not to fancy me inditferent 

to your kindness, writing eo often when 111 yourself. Such 

sympathy is not thrown away on me, tho' my long silence 

does not look like it. The fact is, I put off writing from 

day to day, that I might be able to tell you a conclusion 

was arrived at about our leaving home,— to tell you the 

where and the when of our going That Lodging 
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which T think T told you oF. in a Fannhousc at Aberdotir 
(File) was decided on, and immediately we must carry 
out the decision. I was in the midat of packing and pre- 
paring for the defects or a lodging, aocl for the poasibilities 
of thieves at home, when yom- last dejir Letter reached me; 
and I tried sincerely to find a leisure hour to write to you 
before starting; but what with the dreadful quantity to be 
done and the next to do strength to do it with, I hod to 
rest in the intention. 

Last We(hics<lay morning I saw my Husband and maid, 
and horse and dog, fairly off at eight in the morning to saU 
to their destination. Myself set out at eight in the even- 
ing, to travel all night! with a slight hope of reaching 
Sunny Bank next morning— alivel It waa my Doctor's 
opinion, as well as my own, that doing the whole journey 
at one fell rush, in the dark, would t)e less hurtful to me 
than attempting to sleep at Inns on the road, and getting 
myself agitated by changes. I am sure it wajs; and that 
the best was made of a bad job that could be 
made! 

I arrived hero on Tburiklay morning, aching all o^'e^ 
with fatigue, as I never ached before in all my life; but my 
mind quite calm: and that is the chief thing I have to at- 
tend to. To-day is Sunday, and I have done nothing 
since I arrived but Test! My dear old ladies do everything 
on earth that is possible to strengthen and soothe me; 
and I am beginning to contemplate the remainder of th* 
journey with some assurance of being able to accomplish 
it. On Tuesday I proceed to Fife, if all go well. My 
family arc already established thcra in the Farmhouse, 
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and write to me satisfactory accounts of it You shall 
bear about it from myself crc long. 

I bad a Letter from Mrs. Pringie inviting us in a self- 
devoted sort of way to come and recruit at Lann Hall. . . . 
If I can get a glimpse of you and ttio Doctor I wilt have 

jl it. But for Lann Hall, it doesn't tmit me. Good-bye, 

I Darling. I can't get staying up-3turs long at a time: 

\ they send to ajik if I am ill! 

^H Your ever aifectionate 

^H 3k3>^ Cakltlb. 

n 



Do tetl me soon if you are better, poor Dear. 



LETTER 200 

To Mrs. Russell, Thomhm. 

Humbie Farm, Abenlour, Fife, II July, I8S0. 

Dearest Mary—. . . Our lodging here \a all, and 
more than all, that could be expected of seaside quarters. 
The bcautifullcst view in the created worldl Rooms 
enough, well-sized, well-furnished, and quite clean; com- 
roand of what Mr. C. calls "soft food," for both himself 
and horse. As for me. soft food is the lost sort that I find 
useful. And as for air, there can he none purer than this, 
blowing from the Atlantic fresh on a hxll-top! Decidedly 
there is e^-erytliing liere needed for happiness, but just 
one thing— the faculty of being happy! And that unfor- 
tunately, I had never much of in my best days; and in 
the days that are, it is lost to me altogether! 

I have now been here a fortnight, and all that Ums 
have experienced no benefit from the change; indeed have 
felt weaker and more spiritless than before I left home. 
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At first I fancied myself suffering from the fatigues of the 
journey, but then* hjut been time surely to recover from 
that: and I am not. 

How are yout I daresay you suffer aa much as I do; 
but you are more patient. 

I have a dim rpcollection of having told you of a Letter 
I had from Mr». PriDgk- inviting us in a grand manner to 
come and be done at Lann Hall. . . . You know she ' 
is going to lx> married to a Mr. Potts, or some such thing, 
one of her Trustees? As I don't know bis position in so- 
ciety, I can't say if she has justified your Husband's 
opinion of her clcvcruess. 

Good-bye, Dear. Love to your Husband. You ha^-e 
DOW DO excuse for not writing, as you ha%'e my address, — 
once if not twice. 

Yours affectionately, 

Jane Cabltlb. 

LETTER 201 

To J. George Cooke, London. 

Aucbtertool House, Friday, '9 Sep., IS59.> 

My dear Friend—. . .♦ I have had a piece of news 

OQ my mind for you these two weeks: little Miss Barnes 

(you remember her? Remember her? \n\\ you ever 

forget her?) has found a Being slie can love! and who — 

loves her! ! And the marriage will take place soon! As 

odd as any other part of my news is that the tittle girl was 

moved in spirit to write and tell me of her happiness! I 

" had been so kind to hor that evening," etc., etc. Indeed 

*A part of wbnt U oiuitl«d bun U pritttvd lo Lttter* and Utm- 
wiaU^ iii., 4. 
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the wiiolc of hor Letter, whicli is cxccseivcly sentimental, 
breathet* a Bpirit of beautiful kumility towards mc, and of 
young-glrl enthusiasm towards her lover and her Father 
and me and everybody! Now, will you ever judge from 
first impressions again? I could 4 have taken my Bible 
oath that this litttt! girl hadn't one spark of sentiment or 
humility (of all things) in her whole compoMtion. I waa 
as sure aa if I had been " up thro' her and down thro' her 
mtb a lighted candle" (to use an Aimandale cxpressioo). 

Poor Geraldine! I wish, if a Doctor was needed, ahc 
vould have con^gned herself to Mr, Barnes. What do 
you think wis tier? Thf Letter she wrote to me about her 
lUnegs was so gay and amusing tJiaC I did not think it in- 
dicated much the matter; but I might have known by my- 
self that the excitability of oerves which makes amusing 
Letters is very compatible with serious ailment. 

I liked Mr. Mantcll much when I saw him away out of 
the valley of the sluulow of Geraldine. So did Mr. C. like 
liiin: "far too clever and stdtstantial a man to be thrown 
away on a flimsy latter of a creature like Geraldine Jews- 
bury,"* was his remark when he returned from "convoy- 
ing" Mr. Mantell. 

*Thla ia hard mfuure for poor Geraldine I But Hni. Car- 
Ivle'n own opinion ot licr Hit exprvaacd in anotber Letter from 
Pifn to Mr. X. O. Cooku in quite a« uncomplimentary, ilr. Cooke 
and Gevaldine Jewsbury saw Mra. Carlvle off, from tb« RsOwajr 
Blation in Londou, OB this trip to Scotlaod. tin. Cariyle virlttm 
lo him Koon ahr-i rcacbutK Uumbic Farm, " I wondcrcil, n« murb 
■a you <rould do, vhat a*roon iiupircd the laatdoce jral with 
wbicb 1 bade you goodbyel in pretenL'e. too.t^f the moat gOMlping 
I Hid romancinjc of nil our mutual acquaintances' — The wbole 

I Letter in printed in Ltltrr* and Mrmanai* li., 3l)6~9; but Car- 

I lyl*:'a note on ihi- MS, of Itir Lrtler, to ihe effect tli&t the peraon 

I referred to ia Qeraldiite, hnn been omitted b^ Mr. Froudc. (The 

I BooiticinB, arau&intanie for scquaintaiioes, a of fr«queut occur- 

L I niwe ia Hra. Cwlylc'a Letter*.) 



\ 
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I am coming [home] before long. Mr. C. goes to An- 
D&DdAl«, he ttiiuks, the end of text week; I shall then get 
ChArtotte packed off home to make ready for me; and fol- 
low myself, so as to be there a week before Mr. C. It were 
best I had time to rest before " my duties" (as Mrs. Godby 
would say) begin. 

I was to have gone with him to Alderley (the Stanleys') 
but I have do spirit for late dinners and dressing, and all 
that sort of thing. So I will cut mynclf loose here. A day 
or two with my Aunts in Edinburgh, and with my old 
ladies at Haddington, will fill up all the time I shall have to 
diflpoae of. 

Youra affectionately, 

Jane Cari.tlk. 

LETTER 202 

To T. Carlyle, Scotsbrig. 

ChdiCft, 24 Scptcoibnr, 1859. 

All rightl I arrived soon after five last evening; hav- 
ing lost neither my head nor my luggage. But my tired- 
ness! Heaven knows what it would have been hati I come 
all the way at once! for each half of the journey was as 
much as I could bear. 

I got little sleep at York, but no shame to Mrs. Scawin. 
For my bed proved most comfortable, not a "small being" 
molested me, of any sort; and the quietness was wonder^ 
full Except that several times during the night the rail- 
way whistle seemed to fill my room, there wasn't a soundl 
It was nterely the tumult of my own blood that kept me 
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waking. On (lie whole, this first experionw of an Tnn 
has been most encouraging: for I liad every comfort, and 
the "cho-O'rge" vrna moderate. I had tea. with plenty of 
warm muffins and «gg8, a tumbler of white-wine negus and 
toast for supper, a breakfast quite sumptuous, whole roast 
fowl (cold), a tongue, eggs, etc. I had as many coals in 
my bedroom as kept the fire in all night; a pair of candles 
that I burnt down; and for all this, with beautiful 
rooms and a well-aired, clean bed, I was eha-a-rged 
just 9s. 2d. 

I find the work bore for advanced; all the floonHfiiblMd 
and the carpets down; Mrs. Southam having hclpei) Chai^ 
lotte, who was "dreadful tired," and afraid of your coming 
before alio was ready. . , . 

Mr. Larkin went to the Station to meet me; but w« 
failed to meet. However, I managed wel! enough. lis 
has just been here and says the horse was well two days 
ago, and baa a very good stable and ovcr>' attention at 
Slvester's. Charlotte was very frightened that the 
Prince's horse* might have "some bad complaint," as the 
people said ou board it was ill; and to see the Prince's 
groom giving our horse water and com "out of the same 
dishes which the other borne had used" alarmed bcr so 
much that she went to Silvester's after bcr arrival, and 
be^K^ him to "give the horse some physio in cose of his 
catching anythinglll" 

Mrs. Gilchrist and then Mrs. Royston and then Mr. 
Larkin have been here to ask for mc. . . . 



* Whilob rune from Or&atoa to London on the Mme itenmer 
with Frit! wild Chutotte. 
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I don't feci to have got any cold; iadeed the air is mild 
and warm here,— quite different (rom what I left at Had- 
dingbOD. . . . 

Youre ever, 

J. W. C. 

P. S. —I took henbane last night, and got hardly any 
sleep, nevertheless. 

LETTER 203 



To Mrs. Russell, Holm HiU* Tkamhia. 

Chcben, VndAy, 'Autumn, 18SO.'. 

Dearest Mary— . . . Did you see in your news- 
paper that Mr. Carlylc was made a " Knight of the White 
Falcon"? Conaequently I am a Lady of the White Fal- 
con! Charlotte told our charwoman, with great glee, 
that the Master nitght cal) himself "Sir Tbomas, if ho 
liked." "My!" said the charwoman, "then the Mistress 
is Lady, now!" "Yes," said Charlotte, "but she says she 
won't go in for it! Such a shame!"— The Order, however, 
which Mr. C. immediately made over to me, is beautiful! 
A solid enamelled White Falcon, on a green star, attached 
to a broad reil ribbon. If I live ewr to visit you again, I 
shall wear it, when you have Mrs. Kennedy and Itobert 
M'Turk! 

My poor little Dog is become a source of great sorrow; 
bis tendency to asthma having been dreadfully developed 
smoe the Butcher's cart went over his tliroat. I have 

* Dr. Ruwell'* new liouac a UtUe way out of ThornhilL 
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nuuto him a litUe red cloak, luid he keep« tlie house 
with me. 

Love to the Doctor; remember mc kindly to aU my 
Thornliilt (rieuds. . . . 

Youre e\'er affectionately, 

Janb CarijTle. 

LETTER 204 

To Mrs. Austin, The Gill. 

CbelMK, MoDilftjr. 'End of Jt^a'y, ISGO.' 

My dear Mary — .... Tho Gill fowls are al- 
ways welcomed "in our choicest mood"; and the great 
currant'loaf tiaa already received the complunent of hav* 
Ing a good half alicc of it swallowed down Mr. C.'s throat, 
to my immense surprise, for rot only does he a^-oid all such 
"Dainties" as a general rule, but to-day in particular, bis 
"interior" had been entirely "ruined" by a piece of pheaa- 
ant he ate yesterday; and more than usual digcrctiou was 
to have been expecti;d of fiim! Tho fact is, he ate it out 
of affcclionfor yoii, and as an expression of grateful feel- 
ing; not out of any real liking for currant-loaf, nor yet 
"as a melancholy distraction" (the motive he usually 
aseigns for committing any extravagance in eating,— 
breaking into green pears, and such like!) Thank you 
much! You arc the same dear, kind Mary always! 

We are only standing still from the glories of tho 
Orange and from the indigestions! Not that my individual 
digestion has been disturbed by the visit. I frankly con- 
ten that "French Cookery" agrws with me remarkably 
milt and that I can drink Champagne to dinner every 
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day, not only without hurt, but with bewfit to my health. 
Then it is cheering to get out of the "valley of the shadow " 
of Fttderick Oie Grtai for even eight dayal And it is won- 
derfully pleasant to live in a house where, by means of 
hot-water pipes, there is the temperature of Summer in the 
d<^ of Wintcrl not to speak of the brilliant talk, and 
the brilliant diamonds, and the brilliant evcr-so-many 
thingat which, tho' "the flames o' Hell" nutt/ certainly 
"come and bum it a* up!" is very pretty and pleasant "in 
the meanwhile!" AH the prettier for me, that I have 
lived more like "owl in desert" of late years, than like an 
unfeathered, articulate-spoakiug woman! haunted every 
day and all by the ghost of Frederick the Great! And so I 
was unusually well at the Grange; and came home iu better 
case than I left it! and much pleatsed with the new Lady, 
who wag kindness's self! A really atmablo, loveable 
woman she seems to be; much more intent on making her 
visitors at their ease and happy, than on shewing off her- 
tdf, and attracting adiniration. 

It was iu sickening apprehension that I arrived at my 
own door, however. I had left my poor wee Dog bo ill of 
old age, complicated with asthma, that I doubted that I 
should find him alive! It wa3 the first time for uloven 
years that his welcoming bark ha<I failed me! Was ha 
really dead, then? Nol strange to say, he was actually 
A little better and had run up the kitchen stairs to wel- 
come me aa usual; but there he hotl been arrested by a 
paroxysm of coughing, and the more he tried to shew his 
joy the more he could not do it! 

Mr. C. keeps iuinsting on "a tittle prusuo add" for 
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htmf At the same time he was overheard sayinj; to hltn^-. 
io the garden one day, "Poor little fellow! 1 declare I am 
heartily sorry for you! If I couid make you young again, 
upon my soul I tcouid ! " And nov, 'good-bye, dear 
Mary. . . 

Affectionately youre, 

Jane Wixsii Caeltlb. 



LETTER 305 

To Mrs. Rmaea, Holm Hill, ThorrOm. 

Cbebea, 24 Fi-bruary, I860. 

Dearest Mary— If you are going to make a jacket the 
sooner you have the pattern tJie better; for the sooner 
you b^o, 08 I know, you will be the sooner ended. So I 
won't put off more time, waiting for a day of leimirc enough 
to write you a good long Letter; but take my chances of 
interruption, which arc rathtT many just now. 

I wish I was beside you to help you with the jaeket, in 
the way of delivering a lecture on the paper illustration 
[enclosed}. You will need some directions, and I must 
give them, as well as I can at this distance. . . . 

For the fRSt: I am still not Lud «p, but going out for a 
drive twice u week, and sometimes, for a short walk. Rut 
if I am less ill than usual this Winter, 1 am more than 
usually sorrowful. For I liave loet my dear little com* 
paniOD of eleven years' standing: my tittle Nero ts deadi 
And the grief his death has caused me has been wonderful 
even to myself. His patience and geiitlcucss, and loving 
struggle to do all his bits of duties under his painful illness, 
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up to the last hour o{ hia He, was very strange and touch- 
ing to see, and had so endeared him to everybody in the 
house, that I was happily spared all reproaches for wasting 
60 much feeling on a dog. Mr. C. couldn't have reproached 
me, for lie himself was in tears at the poor little tiling's 
end! and his own heart was (as he phrased it) "unex- 
pectedly and distractedly torn to pieces with it!" As for 
Charlotte, she went about for three days after with her 
face all swollen and red "with weeping. But on the fourth 
day she got back her good looks and gay spirits; and 
much Booncr, Mr. C. Iiad got to speak of "poor Nero," 
composedly enough. Only to me, whom he belonged to 
and whom he preferred to all living, does my dear wee dog 
remain a com;lantly recurring blank, and a thought of 
strange sadncssi What is become of that little, beautiful, 
graceful Life, so full of love and loyalty and sense of duty, 
up to the last moment that it animated the body of that 
Uttio dog? Is 1/ to be extinguished, abolished, annihilated 
in an instant, while the brutalized, two-legged, so-called 
human creature who dies in a ditch, after having out- 
raged all duties, and caused nothing but pain and dixgust 
to all concerned with him,— is he to live forever? It is im- 
possible for me to l>elieve thatf I couldn't help saying so 
in writing to my Aunt Grace, and expected a terrible 
lecture for it. Rut not sol Grace, who had been fond of 
my little dog, couldn't find in her heart to speak un- 
kindly on his subject, nay, actually gave me a reference to 
certain verses in Romans which seemed to warrant my be- 
lief in the immortality of animal life as well as human. 
One thing is sure, anyhow: my little dog is buried at th« 
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top of our Garden; and I grieve for him as if ho had been 

my little human child. Love to the Doctor, and a kiss to 

youifwlf. 

Affectionately yours, 

Janb Carltli. 

LBTTKR aoe 
To Mrs. Russell, Holm HiU, TkomkiU. 

* Cli«l>ea, We<lD««dar, '6 Jun«, 1800.' 

Drarrst Mary— I am really terrified just now to licar 

the Postman's rnp and to oi>en a letter! One death after 

another, in which I have an interest more or loss deep, 

has fotlonTd, till it is borne in on me that every I.ctter 

I receive, especially in au unknown handnTiting, must 

be cither an "Intimation," or news of deadly illness' 

Two, within the last week, of my oldest friends gonci 

And one of {hvfc so unexpectedly; for I had heard quite 

recently of Robert M'Turk.* both from you and from 

Mrs. Pringle (Potta), and both reported him bo wclM 

Mrs. P. said, I remember, that be was " the one fiourixhing 

man in that quarter." Too flourishing! I tjiko it for 

granted that he died of apoplexy. Tlie other, my dear 

old Mis3 Jesa Donaldson's death, was not unexpected for 

me. Since the okler Sister went, hardly two months ago, 

I felt sure tiK other would won follow,— the one interest 

and occupation and companionship in life that had kept 

her from sinking under a compliration nf ailments (the 

worst of them pW <w;c), being withdrawn,— what indeed 

^remained for that \kmt old solitary life-long invalid but 

Mn nrly li>ver of MiM WeUh, whra •)!« wu "an exlma^j 
abaurd little fiH." 8«« LtUen aud UfmoriaU, \l, 3ff2. 

Vou IL'U 
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to die? Those who lovetl her best eoiild not wish her 

UTe proton^c] in sucti suffering auil desolation I But it 

WAS HO giidden a death at the last, almost without any 

increase of illness,— a slight cold, that would not have, 

killed a baby, killed her, worn to a shred as she waal 

And (here were circumstances which made the suddenness 

a great shock to mc, Iho' both expecting and wishing 

she might not live long. ... , 

Will you mite and tell mo anything you know about 

Robert M'Turk'g deatli; tmd how that poor little sweet 

invalid woman is bearing it? Surely it will be her death 

too! for he seemed to carry her thro' life in his arms. 

I would like to write to her, just to say how sorry I am. 

But I am afraid of her being too ill to find a line from mc 

anything but intrusive. There arc some griefs too cniel 

for being touched even with a word of sympathy; and 

it seems to mc this of hers must be such! Love to your 

Ilusbaud. 

Yours ever, 

J. W. C. 

My Husband is working himfielf to death; has no 
thouglit of going North this year) And I shall not dare 
to leave him in his present way. I cannot make him take 
care of himself: but I can put all sorts of Iiindroncee in 
the way of his absolutely killing himself. 



< 



LETTER 207 

To Mrs. AUken, Dumfries. 

Chclwa, Saturday, II Aug., 1800. 



My dear Jean- 



I will inclose you a Note I 
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hftd from Sir George Siiclair, which will piit you in heart 
about Mr. C.'s situation up tlicre.* Eveu from the one 
Letter I have had from himself since his arrival, it appears 
that his circumstances arc as favourable for the purposes 
be had in view as could have well been found in a cod- 
ditiomil world. 

I trust in God he will get calmed down, by a good 
long stay there; and come back with a thicker sliin than 
he took away! This Book has been far loo long a piece 
of work for him,— 1<» say nothing of it* diiliculty. 

I don't know wliat 1 am going to do with mtjsetf yet. 
ITis ner\'ous state liad acted upon me, till I was become 
more sleeplc&i and agitated than himselfl And I was 
on the verge of complpte break-tlown into serious illness 
whim Mr. C. left, and my Doctor took me in hands. To 
judge from the amount of "composing draughts" given 
me {three in a day!), I niust have been very near boiling 
0%'er and blonnng my lid off! Ho (the Doctor) forbade 
my leaving home for the present; and I shall await his 
permission before going anywhere. lie is both a skilful 
and honest man, and would tiol keep me here for the sake 
of running up a bill!— But I do feel a great longing to be 
on the top of a hill somewhere, to breathe more freely.— 
I will tell you my plans when I have any. Wiat a nice 
little woman Mrs. Symington is! I liked her much better 
than him, Jamesf niight have called and reported himself 
at Cheync Kow. Hut I Rnd him, socially speaking, a 
most impracticable youth! I wish he could fail in love! 



• At TbuMo CMtle. John o'Gro»t'». 

t Hra. Aitkou'a oldest md, then livtuf In Londoo. 
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Thst would be the nxaking of him, tf h« did it uu^y and 
not 'too well. — Kind rcgardfi to your Husband. 
Yours, faithfully, 

Janb Wklbii Carltle. 



LETTER 208 

To Mrs. Russell, Holm Hiit. 

A1dcTl«y Park, 24 August, 1850. 

Bearrst Mary— You must be thinking me a little 
■Wsarie; and you won't bo far from the* truth! I have 
really been driven neArly beside myself by a complication 
of things,— ft serious and most ill-timed illness included. 
My Dear, after one ha* Ronc for a week almost entirely J 
without sleep, and almost entirely without other nourish- 1 
ment than brandy and water, one may be pardoned some 
omissions! 

Besides, till I had really got m>'scU started, and found 
myself thiis far alive, and life-like, I couldn't have answered 
your dear kind Letter to any definite puriMsc. It depend- 
ed altogether on how I stood the first half of tlie journey 
to Scotland, whether I undertook the other, or returned 
to Chelsea, where I aliould at least not trouble my friends 
with my ailments. 

I came off so suddenly at the last, and had such a 
quantity of things to do in a hurry, with no strength to 
do them, that I did not. get my Exodus announced to 
even my Husband!* and absurd as I feel it, after demand- 

*'niis wui an uutuirky omiitHioD; for Corlyli.', in igtioranco of 
bia Wife'* dcpnrturr (mm Cliclwn, wrote her a I-rttrr in which 
h« Mid he wu about to leave Thurvo {where he was Maying aa 
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ing an immediate answer rrom you, to let my own next 
communciation linger so long, I was obliged to just accept 
the absurdity! ^\'llcn you hear all my biatory of i&te 
veeks you will not wonder that I should have failed io 
wriUng, so much as that I should have failed in dyixig, 
or going out of my mind. 

tbacuart of Sir Gcnrcp SiiiHsir), nnd "Mil South," This Lottor, 
ftddreand to Cbcyue Ron-, did not reach Mra. Carly|« till the a£th 
of August, by which time nbe wim nt Ald^riry Pjuk in Cheahjre 
on It vinit to Liuly 8t«nlvy. 8hi> irnrna to havp jumped to the 
CODcluiioti that "sailing Cioulh" meant sailing to LondoD, iiut«ad 
of to I.rilh, an Carlylc intrndnl. Iliid hr dii'.iiii'><i of tho poanbtlltjr 
of her being from home, h^ would doubtless have been more 
upcrtlic. She hurried bnok lu I,ciud<in; and on hi-aring that he 
Wft« romini only aa far u Dumfricashirp, for the present, th* irrot« 
bitii a aeriM of anicry Letters (printed with nuui^ lEopoHant and 
unmnrkrd omiwnonii in Letter* and MrmoTiala,\i\,,A'l-&Si). which 
are tittle to her credit. Carlylo took liis acoIdinK kindly and 
patiently; but b« doM venture to hint that shi* had been " precipi- 
tate," aoa had pcrhapfhvrMlf" lost heari for further travel. With 
Boine vehemence Jan« rwMited and prolMtnd againat the aiiaaeation ; 
but a careful aiudy of ail tlie Li^ttera she wrote, about this liiae, 
KUd a considrralion of the eircuuiatanem io which she vra« placed, 
■bow pretty clcarlv that C'arlyle was quite right in his aurtniae: (I), 
61i« had Irft her house in cbnrgu of a servant whose honesty ahe 
suBpecled. and who did ver^ soon bccomo a ronvirtrd thief. Sha 
wna uneasy at liaving Itft tkia person in such a re<spousible position; 
knd ^ft cxplaina to Mrs. ItuiaeU (in Letter 2\3, pott) that this 
"waa one of the thinea" she "'had io liurry home for." (i), 8h« 
feared the Gill would be uoaltractive and dull: for in a paaM(« 
omitted frorn Letter 221 iLilUri and J/rmorui/s, iii., 35) ine had 
written, " but deeiilcdiy, mooninK about all by myaolf, at th« 
Gill, and hipping milk, which doetui't aKree with out, and being 
Btared at by thtt Gil) ebildran %m thdr 'Auntl' is not the bnpny 
chaoKe for which I would go far, much as I like Mary Auatin, 
and uke to apeak with ber for a /ric kourt [the italics are Mra. 
Gsrijrlv'Bl. Now if I had it in my power to go on to vou 
for a week or ao from the (ijll, , . . the plcaauro of « 
we«k with you niul the Doctor would countetfaalanee tbo 
todium of n wo«k at the (rill; and 1 could break the long journey 
by Blaying a few davs at Alderley Park." (3), lint a/Or accepting 
L*dv Stanley's invitation and ajtrr having made prc{jaral{o[i for 
leaviag Lonilon, she learnt that iin. Ru.tsetl's "spare room" 
waa occtipied by another guert,— a lady.^who might irtay for an 
indefinite time. Mrs. L'mlyle espressea her disliXie to being a 
BMOnd guest at Mrs. ItuweH'i; and evidently feared that if she 
took the lone journey to Scotland sba might have to spend all 
her liinc at the Oitll— She mu th« unfottnnabe victim of circum- 
■taiic««. No one was to blame more than herself. The chief 
mnt if tbal h«r inipatieot and angry Letters were ever publtahcdl 
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But to the purpoae: I am thus far safe; and tbo' 
the journoy tired me cxcrasivcly, I have been improving 
e\'er>' hour since. Lady Stanley and her Daughters are 
charming people, and as kind to me, and coni'ideratc, 
as it is possible to tie. Last nighi I got the first human 
sleep that I have had these six weeks! And I expect to 
be quite in heart for proceeding lo the Gill next week, 
Will you kindly address a line to me there, " Mrs. Austin, 
The Gill, Cummertrees, j\nnan," for next Wednesday, 
tcUing mc whai your friend's visit terminates. For one 
of us at a time, I should say. would be quite enough for 
jrou. And of course, I should rather be alone with you, 
than with you in the presence of a third person. — 

I have to write to Mr. Carlylc; and my Doctor's last 
words to me were to "beware of overworking that excited 
brain of yoxirs." So T will leave all the rest till we meet. 

I feel very happy at tlie thought of seeing the Doctor 

and you again.— God bless you for your warm asBuranoe 

of welcome. 

Affectionately yours, 



Jakk Carlylb. 



LETTER SOB 



To Mrs. Au^in, The GiU, Arnian. 

Alderley Pitrk, 3S Aug., 1800. 

Oh, my dear Marj'I I am so very sorry! Instead of 
telling you the spcciiic time of my arrival at the Gill, 
I have to tell you tlie unexpected, and to me very di»> 
appointing, news, that I cannot get there at all! 

A I^etter from Mr. C. this morning has knocked alt 
my Scotch _pniject on the head, remorselessly. He ia 
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evidently coming back to Chelsea by the next Stoaracr! 
and the house is by no mcaus left in a state fit to receive 
him I And there is do servant there at present who can 
make the necessar>' preparations. . . . 

I feel myself a very unfortunate and rather injured 
wooum, for the moment. 

Affectionately youre, 

Janb Carltlb. 



LETTER 210 

The foUowinj: Letter from Sir George Sinclmr (Carlyle's 
host lit Thur8» C'UStle) to Mrs. Curlylc, who had written to 
him also, in the mocking, satirical vein, is interestiog 
enough for reproduction hero. 

Sir George Sinclair to Mrs. Carlyk. 

Thurso Cutlo, 7 September, 1360. 

My dear Mrs. Carlyle— My heart is very much saddened 
whilst I announce to you the termination of a visit by which 
I have been equally honoured and gratified. My very 
dear and valued friend sailed from Scrabster harhour 
this morning at 0, accompanied by my daughter uml 
granddaughter and Mr. Stephens, a young acquaintanoe 
of theirs. lie was in good spirits and assiuvd mc tlial, 
altho' "weari^me nights had been appointed him" for 
eoioe time previous to his departure from the South, 
ho had enjoyed an uninterrupted measure of repoee and 
tranquility from the day on which he first "laid his head 
upon the pillow" beneath this roof. 

He baa rendered himself a universal favourite with all 
the inmates of this house, young and old, male and female, 
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high nod low. For all he hod & kind word, and a willing 
ear, and could accommodate his conversation with equal 
capacity and cheerfulness, to the babiU, occupations and 
predilections of auditors the most widely differing from 
each other in all their elements of thought, action and 
experience. His absence will leave a blank in my daily 
arrangements and pursuits, which cannot be supplied, 
or cease to be felt and lamented. There never passed 
between us the most transient feeling of discord or impa- 
tience; and much as I admired his genius, I was evra 
more fascinated by the strong undercurrent of tenderness 
and s>'Tnpathy, which a suiJorficial or comjnonplacc observer 
might be unable to discover, appreciate or respond to. 
His allusions to yourself alwayB indicated the strength 
of his affection, and his unwavering conviction that you 
have DO object so much at heart as that of promoting bis 
happiness, and consulting his wishes. 

If I should live another year, I cherish an anxious 
hope that you may both devote the summer and autumnal 
months to a re^denoe in this house, — unless you can find 
another where you will receive a heartier welcome, or 
where a more lively dcare will be felt to render your 
sojourn agrecAble and not unprofitable. 

Allow Hie to express my best thanks for your grati- 
fying letter, which reached me yesterday, and which 
conveyed to me so graphic and interesting an account of 
your adventures and anxieties. 

Believe me to remain, with ancere regard, 

My dear Mrs. Carlyle, most faithfully yours, 

Geobqe SlNCL&IB. 
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LETTER 211 



To T. Carlyk, Scotsbrig. 

CkeU«a, WcdiiMdsy, 13 Sep., 1800. 

There! I am good you see! I dnn't wait til) I have 
heard from Scotsbrig, but write on the voluntary principle 
to reassure your mind on that "blue p^t,"* in case it 
have taken effect on it! I myself had some apprehension 
tha-t 80 magical a cure of the sore throat would cost mo 
something in shock to the stomach or system. But no 
such thing! I have been better than usual in every 
way. 

To-day I am going for a drive in my neat Fly, and 
have undertaken to make out the failed appointment with 
Fuz (John Forster] on Friday. Mrs. Forster came over 
to arrange it the same day ahe got my Note of apology. 

Mrs. Gilchrist is coming home, which I am rallier glad 
of. 

The new ser\'ant ia a success, I think. I shall bring 
home the girl next week. I am sure that my sleep has 
been much improved by the substitution of Charlotte 
Seatnda for "old Jane." The worry and Disgust that 
old humbug occasioned me just on tlie back of so much 
other worry, was (Ireadfully bad for my wran out 
nerves! 

Geraldine has been very obliging and attentive, but 
Oh Heaven! what a fuss she does make with everything 
she doe^s! and how wonderfully little tscnsc ehe has! Aa 
a sample of her practical conduct: the unlucky day 

*A bottle o! nicdicinc RMinLliuf Llue iMUDt, prcacribcd bjr 
Ur. Danic*. 
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we went to Norwood, she left behind her at the Hotel, 
a Bilk neckerchief and an aluminum brooch (a love token 
from Mr. Barlow!); on Monday she returned by herself 
to the Norwood Hotel to try and recover her lost goods, 
— which had been taken care of and were honestly re- 
stored. On the way home she left her new ^Ik parasol 
in the Railway waitingroom! ! ! She bragged to me that 
she had gone Second Class. I asked her what the saving 
was. When she came to calculate, it was found the 
"cha-arge" First Class (with a return ticket) was eighteen 
pence, — the chai^ by Second Class was ninepence — 
but ninepence each toay, there being no return-ticket 
for the Second Class. So she had paid precisely the 
same! ! 

Oh what dreadful pens I have to write with in your 
absence! Love to Jamie and Jenny. 

Yours ever, 

J. W. Carltle. 

LETTER 212 

To T. Carlyle, The Gill, Annan. 

Chelsea, '20 Sep., I860.' 

I do hate, Dear, to tell about myself every day! as 
if I were "the crops," or something of that sort. When 
"I'sc no better, I'sc ashamed to say it"; and when I 
am better I'se equally ashamed to be cackling about my 
wellness; and so I sliall be glad when you can see with 
your own eyes how I am, instead of my telling you in 
words. 
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Mwinwhilc I Imvo t»-<Iay to inform you that I nm in 
what poor Hunt called a "very Irish state of health," 
"only middling!" I didn't sleep ao well as (he previous 
night; and got up with a headaciic, wliicb 13 not gone yet. 
Bui I have ha<l a good dinner of "sweetbread," and ex- 
pect a sleep by and by. 

Don't be afraid that I will go to Mrs. Godby; I am not 
in a condition to be of any use to thetti, and ha\'e no 
notion of going out of my way for tlio fuss of the thing, 
like Gcraldine. .-Vt present I don't e%Tn know when I 
shall held go out. Mr. Lnrkin wont yc&tcrday and brought 
me a Note from Mrs. Binnie. The Doctors think the 
poor Roul still in great danger; but have hope (they had 
Dono at first) of her recovery. 

Mr. Barlow has brought inc a pretty gold brooch 
froiQ Paris; and gave it to roe aa a "keepsake in the 
prospect of his death any day." He gets more and more 
piUaed, and his mind too is mucli enfeebled; but the 
perfect gentleman still looks pathetically out thro' all 
hia infirmities; and he will allow none of us to bother. 
He admits, if you question hitii, that" paralysis is gradually 
carrying liini off," bUt you are not expected to took more 
grave for that; and for the rest, he acoms as prepared 
as the most " profcsung Oiristians." 

The Duke of sent back your Books unpaid 

(carriage Is. 9d.). I thought It was game, when that money 
was demanded, and was so provoked to ace our own 
Booksl— God be with youl 

Ever yours, 

J. W. Cahltlb. 
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LETTER 313 

To Mrs. RusscU, Holm HiU. 

ChelRca, Monday, '22 Oct., 1860.! 

Now, Dearest Mary, suppose you wore to write me a 
Letter? It is your turn. But perhaps, and very likely, 
you think my Letters thiB good whilo back ha\-en't de- 
served to be counted, — have been so hurried and unsati»< 
factory that you are only nominally in my debt. I am 
fiomen'hat of that opinion myself! Hut what could I do, 
you see? A nice, long, comfortable letter couldn't pro- 
ceed out of a hurried an<l uusutisfaetory state of uiind. 
And what with illnesses— one on the Imck of another — and 
worries all in a heap, I nhould have beeu more than mortal 
to have preaerveU my equanimity thro' the last three or 
four months' 

. . . And during this wretched time, a change of 
Bervanta had tx> be transacted! llud I foreseen it at tlic 
time, I would have kept on with poor little Charlotte; for 
tho' she was necflinR to be put under some stricUr superin- 
tendence than mine, still she was and is warmly attached 
to ua; — and loving kiudnca<i at such a time was to have 
betm kept near me, tho' accompanied with ever sueb 
muddle! But things were going on as usual when I gave 
her warning and engaged a so-called "Treasure"* in her 
stead. I had aIro a girl who was to come on ^f^. C.'s 
return,— the Treasure being 71 years old, and requiring to 
be supplied with a pair of young legs. Well, my Daar, the 

•Cnllcd "Old Jane." TItia warn the servant Mn. Cartylo 
engaged juat before leaving for Alderlcy. 
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Treasure for whom I was reniodetling my " establishment," 
turned out,— as Trcasurca arc too apt to do,— an arrant oM 
humbug! Couldn't epoak a word of truth: couldn't evoo 
ccok, and finished off by stealing eight bottles of ale!— « 
great comfort for poor Charlotte, who came and nursed 
mo, and cooked all my food when I was too ill to take care 
of myself. I was weak enough to imh to take her (Char- 
lotte) hack, but not weak enough to do it! She, wlio 
couldn't rule hene'-J, would have made a sad mess of ruling 
a girl nearly her own age. So I had to engage a middle- 
aged servant to be head to the (prl. Both of whom were 
installed on my return from Alderlcy; and the old Treasure 
dismissett with not a blessing. Iliat was one of the things 
I had to hurry home for. 

So now I am mistress of (iw> servants, — and ready to 
hang myself! Seriously, the change is nearly intolerable 
to me, tlio* both these women arc good servants, as servantt 
go. But the Iwo-russs! the "much a«io about nothing!" I 
hate, and cannot use myself to it. With otw servant, — 
especially with one Charlotte, we were one family in the 
House; one interest and one Poworl Now it is as if I had 
taken in Lodgers for down-stairs; and had a flight of erowt 
about me up-stairs! I ring my bell, this one answere, but 
it is the "other's business" to do what I want. Then the 
eolcmn consultations about "your dinner" and "our din- 
ner," the everlasting smell of fresh turpentine, without 
anything looking cleaner than it used to be; the ever-re- 
curring "we," which in little Charlotte's mouth meant 
Master and Mistrctss and self; but in the mouth of the new 
tall Charlotte mcan«,— nio»t decidedly "I and Sarah." 
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Althoufili you have had two women yourself, you can't un- 
derstand the abstract dtsagreejibleness of two,— any two,— 
London wrvants inone'ii kitchen. A maid-of-all-work, 
even in London, will tolerato your looking after bor, and 
directing her; but a "cook" and "housemaid" will stand 
no inlrrferencc; you mustn't set foot in your own kitchen, 
unless you are prepared for their giving warning! Kitlicr 
of these servants by h(>rself, provided Bhc were up to the 
general work of the house (which neitlier of tJicrn is), I 
could be tolerably comfortable with. But together, 
dear mel Shall I ever get used to it? In sleepless nights 
I alinoBt resolve to clear the premises of them both, and 
take back little Charlotte, who has kept hanpng on at her 
Mother's all these niontlis in the wild hope that one or other 
of these women would break itown, and she be taken in h4!r 
stead. " What a fool that girl is," said tall Charlotte to me 
one day; " I told her shtt should look out for a place, that a 
nice-looking healthy girl like her would easily find one; 
and she answered, 'Oh, yes! I may get plenty of places, 
but never a home again, a^ I have had here,' " (meaning 
with us). Tall Charlotte could see only folly in such at- 
tachment. "She is very different from I am," Kud she; 
"if people hadn't been satisfied with me, it's littJe I 
should care about leaving them!" That I can well 
believe! 

And now, s\ircly I !mvc given you enough of my house- 
hold worry. I hear such charming accounts of the beauty 
of your new house, and the warmth of your olrl kindness! 
Do write me a niee long Letter, and mind to tell nie about 
poor little Mrs. M'Turk, whom I often think of with deep 
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sympathy.— I eent Mrs. Grkrson a Rook of Pocoui the 
other <lay, which struck mc as quite her style of 
thing. 

Love to the Doctor. 

Your ever fttToctionate 

Jank W. Caiiltlb. 



LETTER 314 

To Mrs. liusseU, Holm Ilili. 

ChclBos, 'Jan. or Feb., 1861.' 

Dearrat Mary— I think it was I who wrote last; and in 
that belief, with the spirit proper to a native of a Com- 
mcrml Coiuitry, I have bnm nesting on my oars tilt I 
should get your answer. But to-<Jay. while thinking of 
you and wondering why you didn't write, it suddenly 
came to my mint) that in my last Letter I had engaged to 
write ngwn from the Grange, Did I? I luu not sitre 
whether or no! I have the worst memory of all the women 
I know; for not only do I fori^t uth-rly particulars of 
quite recent date, but I remember particulars of no date at 
alii that is to say, ima^ne to remember minutely things 
that never happened,- Dc\'cr were! I Since I beoune 
ftware, by repeated experience, of this freak of memory in 
me, I have felt a toleration which I never felt before for— 
"white liars!" Perhaps they arc merely unfortunate 
people with memories like mine! But no matter about 
that just now. I was going to say that whether I did or 
didn't engage to write again, the mere doubt is sufTicient 
hash to write upon, iiviUtnla: And it was not much of a 
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forget in me not writing from the Grange, as you will admit 
when I tell you that we staid at the Grange only four 
daysl . . . 

Oh, I got such a start followed by such a shock the 
other day! Sarah, throwing the door wide open, an- 
nounced clear and loud, "Dr. Russell!" I sprang to my 
feet with an exclamation of joy, and all but rushed into the 
arms of a man, not very unlike your Husband, but a man 
whom I should never have been tempted to embrace in his 
own person! The disappointment was too marked for 
passing unobserved; and I didn't smooth it off much by 
saying, "Oh, I thought it was a Dr. Russell that is a very 
dear friend of mine!" "Which means that you don't con- 
ader me as such!" was the somewhat offended answer. 
And this was the second time the same disappointment 
had been caused by the same man I 

Won't you soon get the photographing Barber (or 
Saddler?) at Thomhill to do Holm Hill for my Gallery of 
Sentiment? 

Remember me kindly to all my friends. 
Your ever affectionate 

Jane Carltlb. 

LETTER 215 

To Mrs. Cooke, Mount Street 

Chelsea, Thursday, 9 May, 1861 (T) 

Goodness, no! Don't let that poor little girl [Margaret] 
take the long journey here again " under difficulties " ! We 
have said to one another all that wafi to be sfud, except 
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just fixing the day for bcr coming; aod she can tell me 
thai, when she knows it, thro' you. 

Misfl Gooseberry [Geraldine Jewsbury] has been st-aying 
at Lady X— ^'s, while lior Ladyship was away at the 
races, "taking care of" Miss Somethiogt What ao idea 
of a destitute girl that gives one — Geraldine called in to 
takecanofherl 

Tell Margaret to take it alt riuictly; I am ttot in any 
violent hurry. It is but doing for a day or two what I 
used to do all the days of the year, and for years on years, 
viz., dusting about a little myself. 

Yours ever, 

J. W. Carltlb. 

LBTTEE 216 



To T. Carlyle, Chelsea,: 

Wellington Crescent, RftroiEftte, 
Tbunday, '8 Aug., 1861.' 

Just returned from Margate, tired, damp, crossl weak 
brandy-and-water "thrown into the system," and dinner 
in prospect,— nothing else in prospect! For to-day it rains 
by fits and starts, and having no change of clothes with us 
we may not risk being wet through. So we got down out 
of the Ramsgatv omnibus at Margate only to go into an- 
other omnibus going straight back. 

But I liked the appearance of Margate,— as seen from 
the onmibus,— better than this place, and will go again 
to-morrow to \iew it in detail, if the weather take up. I 
am solemnly invited to take dinner-tea with the Hepworth 

Vofc.IL-4a 
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D'lxoDs at Margate on SatuMfly; but have held stiffly to 
my purpO!>p nf taking tea at Chpjup Row on that evening, — 
to Gcraldinc's marked diBpleaaure, who delights in per- 
suading people to alter their plans for the mere pleasure 
and pride of overpersuading them. 
[Q Good Heavens! who think you passed our windows 
this instant, with a profligale little pipe in his mouth? 
Your hump-back hairdrrascr, the bectliMlcstroycrl That 
is the sort of gentry that congregate here! I never saw so 
Tulgar a ptaoe' Neither did I ever hear so noisy a place. 
But there need be no reflexions for want of sea air. The 
air is heavenly. 

Our tea-party was of the dullest,— when the eating 
part of it was overt I wait forcibly reminded of poor 
Plattnauer's temptations of long ago, to "take up the 
poker and knock out the brains of that man!" 

However, my mouthful of "change" has answered the 
end. That horri<J ackness has kept quite off since I have 
been here. Like the Parrot sent down into the kitchen 
"because it moped and wanted a change," I have "oome 
round finely." For how long? 

I see you are going alt wrong: proofsheets tilt onel 
and to bed "shivery!" That is the way you bring yourself 
to ruin! 

Have you perhaps he-ard of the American battle?* No? 

Don't expect me to dinner on Saturday; and doo't 
vxnt tea. 

Yours, 

J. W. C. 

• Bkttle of Bull Rub. 
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LETTER 317 

To Mrs. Russeli, Holm HiU, ThomkiU. 

Chclsra. Monday, '14 April, 1863.^ 

Dearest Mary— It has been in my heat! to write to you 
these three weeks. But I ha%'e put off ajid put ofT, wait- 
ing for a livelier mood, which has never come, iind looks no 
nearer; so T write now in the mood that is,— a dismal one— 
rathcrl 

You have probably seen in the Newstwii^nj the death 
of EU*abeth Pepnii. To the best of my recollection, when 
1 wrote to you last, I told you how sad it made me to go 
and find her always so evidently ill, and getting worse 
and worse; yet shutting herself up in her proud stoicism 
from even me, her friend of so many years, and, as I still 
felt sure, the most trusted friend Hhe tmd in Loudon. But 
her stoicism had to give way at last, poor Dearl When 
she was seized with violent pain and absolutely could not 
got out of bed. She then wrote to me a few blotted lines, 
the very handwriting of which showed how fax gone she 
was, begging me to send her my doctor — the fine Physician 
from Town, whom she would only soc rarely, having "done 
her no good." I went to her immediately, and my Doctor 
went; — and liis first n-ords to me when he left her room 
weie, "The thing which ails this friend of yours is —old 
age! and you know whether there be any cure for 
thair 

Still he gave me hopes tlmt slic might rally a little, for 
a while. And slic did seem slightly better for the new diet 
and medicines. But to see her alf alone there in such a 



244 New Letters and Memorials of 

critical state was very miserable for me. She waa at last 
persuaded to let her Sister, Miss Jessie, come from Italy; — 
any of them would have been only too glad to come long 
before, had she not misled them to believe her nearly welll 
To Fepoli she had sent no such permission, not mshing 
him to "leave his affwrs in Bologna to wait upon her." 
But he was telegraphed to by Mr. Fcigus from another 
Italian City; and started half an hour after, and travelled 
without rest till he arrived at her bedside, which he hardly 
ever left for the next three days, when she died. Cei^ 
twnly he looked the most devoted of husbands. And al- 
though dreadfully displeased at his coming she seemed glad 
enough to have him, after a little while. Miss Fergus 
came two days after him. So she was surroimded by 
friends, as she ought to be, at the last. 

After the Sister's coming, I went seldomer; for a fort- 
night before, I had been with her every day. But she did 
not feel my visits made superfluous by the presence of the 
others. The cook told my maid that "the Countess had 
been crying out for Mrs. Carlyle." And the last day I saw 
her, tho' her mind was wandering, she was so sweet and 
loving to me like her old self! That was a comfort! And 
tho' I am very sorrowful just now about her loss, — such an 
old and true friend, — still I know in my heart that her living 
on in infirmity was not to be wished for. For her of all 
people! with a Husband still in middle age, on whom she 
could Tieuer have reconciled herself to the idea of being a 
burden! 

This business made me poorly, you may conceive; and I 
accepted an offer made providentially just then, to be 
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token for three days to Hflfitinpi. The oca lur did me the 
good it always does, and I took " penny-worths of it," like 
old Mrs. Kepburn of Thomhill,— with better success, how- 
ever. The last two or three days of intense ootd and Elost 
wind have undone the benefit for the preaeot. But this 
sort of thing won't last, it is to be hoped. 

Wasn't I enchanted to get a Note from your Husband! 
and yet if I had known he was to take the trouble of thank- 
ing me for that Book, 1 doubt if I should have ventured to 
address it to him. I Imve learnt from my own Husband, a 
perfectly sacred respect for the lime of men! 

The two numbers of the Storj** I sent you the other 
day n*i]l be followed up to the end; and I am sure you will 
like it, and even the Doctor may read it with satis- 
faction. The Author is one of the best Novelists of 
the day. 

Of course I had no photograplis of Mr. C. or mj-seU, or 
you should have received them by return of poet. Plenty 
of Photographers have offered to bring their apparatus to 
the house, to do Mr. C. But he won't be done! tJiat, Uke 
everything else with him, is postponed "till his Book is 
finished." As for me, my photograpli has been waiting 
these two years, till I looked a little less haggard! But I 
put it to you, if at my age one is likely to improve by Jteep- 
inji I Good-night. I am f(!eling as if I were all made up of 
Beparate particles of glass; a nice state! so I will go to bed 
800D. Love to the Doctor. 

Yours ever, 

J. W. C. 



• Tli« Story wm probably " Denis Duval," by Th«cker»y. 
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LETTER 218 

To John FoTster. 

Cbclaea, 'Sprios, 1802.' 

Dear Friend— You vxre good<naturcd, upou my houour, 
to call at that woman's on your way to the Railway. I 
have got my skirt— and got my Note of apoIog>'. 

Now, Becing how energetically you do conimisaons for 
one, I bethink mc to countermand the hulf-dozeu bottles 
of whisky. I shouldn't in any lifetime that can possibly 
remain for me, use up ax bottles for the original purpose* 
I mentioned; the greater part would expect to get itself 
applied internally; and for whisky to drink I should like to 
be sure of its goodness, in the first instance! And upon 
my life, I believe i am a better judge of whisky tlian any 
Miss Stewart that ever was put together! So my revised 
idea is that you shall order the whisky "all to yourself," 
and then let me taste it, and if I like it, Mr, C. can send for 
some gallouHl One manifest advantage in Uiis course ia 
that Mr. C. would pay for the whisky instead of my having 
to pay for it out of my housekeeping money. He orders 
and pays all the nine and spirits consumed in tlie house,— 
a N. B. for his Biography! 

I mean to leave your dozen pipes to-day with this Note 
at your lodgings. 

Ever affectionately 3^urs, 

Jane B. W. Caiiltle. 

• " The doion pipi^ " I dimly rf mfunbor; but extrcpt thai it irrmt 
12 to 30 jri-nni ago, Bud id pvrhapa 12 or more, can {ivc no dftte. 

Th« vhiiky, I IhiDk, wtu m uic for thn skiu; HOiii<rlun«a, 
more rArdy, a spoonful of it in punch as & sopuriGc. lici Uolh«r, 
who had odc of the tcndcrcxt nnd fliK'.st of ekins, naa aoiu^times 
obliged in bad Uotty wentht'r, to wash with laere wbiiJcy (a 
vpoDgu unci to¥rd) (or duya and dayt. — T. C. 
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Wc were with the Aahburtons, she first for a week, 
or more, ibcn both of us for perhaps a wook longer. Ay 
demit 29 Oct., 1869).— T.C. 

To T. Carlyle, Chelsea'. 

Wost-aiff Hotel, Folkcetonc, 29th June, 18C2. 

My Dear — I don't know what would liave become of 
me, if it hadn't been for Miss Davenport Bromley, whom 
I met on the platfonn at Folkestone StationI The heavens 
had chosen that particular moment to pour down a deluge! 
I had taken no umbrella, and no outer wrappage; no 
"carriage" was waiting, nor sen-ant. Rut Miss Bromley 
was also bouQ<l for Lady jVabburton's; and her maid 
plunged about and procured a Fly, to which we hod to 
walk some space as thro' a waterfall; and in which we 
were packed all too close for my wetted velvet cloak, — 
the wreck of wliich wats totall It was a bad beginning; 
and I am very sorry about my poor cloak, which la not 
fit to be put on again! and which I got from dear I^y 
Sandwich. But X suppose t should be thankful that I 
didn't catch a great cold besides!— N. B.— Not to travel 
again without umbrella; not to have a cloak again which 
is spoilubic by rain; and not to put any dependence on 
Lady A.'s memory. 

I found Lord Asliburton on crutches; Baby* better; 
and the Lady improving. Miss AnslrutJier, the Niece, 
13 here; and Miss D. Bromley, who is amiable and an 
acquisition. Lady A. oskod. "Did I think you would 

*TI» UoD. MaryBariug, ttieldtcMtirchioiMaaofNorthaaiptoo. 

.J 
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come?" and said she "almoat expected to see you wiih 
me!" Still she didn't give me the idea of having ex- 
pected you, or exactly meaning you to come just at this 
moment. Perhaps the party is as large as the premieea 
admit of; but I shall watch and ascertain t/ ■possible her 
precise meaning. Perhaps she would like best that you 
came when I went home. 

It is a wonderfully quiet house to be a hotel. My 
room was undisturbed till the servants came into the 
adjoming ^ttingrooms in the moming, except for Baby, 
who is located overhead, and who appeared to have 
more than one bad dream; when nurses tramped 
about to the rescue, and Baby's cries rose to a 
pitch I 

The objection to the bedroom for you would be only 
the lighi; there is a white muslin blind, and white muslin 
window curtains over a rather large window. But you 
could pin up your railway rug, as you have done ere 
now. 

The surrounding country, so far as I have seen yet, 
from the windows, is flat and prosaic; the sea not so near 
as one could wish; and the weather being dull, not clearly 
definable from the sky. It isn't to be compared to 
Hastings as a place! Still a day or two by the sea any- 
where, would do you good. If Lady A. would only say 
frankly what she wishes as to Irath of us! instead of 
leaving one to guess! I haven't a notion whether she 
expects me to stay two days or two weeks or what! — 
And I shall have to find out before I can feel any pleasure 
in being here. What I should like to do is just to stay 
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Juiil as long 08 she mcan^ nic to stay. For (he. rest, she 
is as kind as kind can be; and ttic sea air always revives 
mc,— at first. ^Vnd Kate is very attentive, — brought me 
a cup of tea at eight o'clock, in my bed. 

I do hope you wil! be properiy jed! Eliaabeth is very 
anxious to do right, and will attend to every wish you 
express,— if you will only give her brief and plain directions. 

. . . And now I shall go and t^ke a little walk 
before the rain comes, which I see in the wind. 
Ever yours, 

Jane Welsh Caklylb. 



LETTEK 220 

To T. Cariyle, Chelsea. 

Holm Hill, TuDtdtt}-, 13 Aug., 1863 

There, Dear! You would get a Letter " next morning" 
after all! From here it would have been impossible. 
But I told Jean to rush home and write to you. And 
she was stirc to do it! She vas to tell you that I had got 
to Dumfries, at least, without a turned feather! really 
not physically tired the leost in the world,— only worried 
morally with the confusion of the business at Carlisle 
and with the longest Roman-nose I had ever seen in this 
world, and a pair of cruel eloae-togetber eyes over it, 
which fronted mc from Rugby to Carlisle and magnetised 
roc aQtipatheticnlly! 

It was very cheering to see tlie face of Mary, looking 
in thro' tlic glass dimmed with human breath, at Rulhwellt 
(I hod been forced into the middle seat, and the wretches 



250 New Ldters and Memorials of 

VMlUd keep both windows shut to within an inch at the 
top,— so I hudu't been able to wave my [rockethandker- 
chief opposite the Gill, as I had meant to do; and was 
not sure whether there was a figure on the knowe or not!) 
It was such an old wrinkled fact;, and was so full of db- 
appointmenl for the moment! She had not recognised 
me under the spicy little black hat and white feather! 
But I flew at the window, and without even a "pardon 
me," dashed it down, and Mary clambered up like a cat, 
and we kisscil with enthusiasm reganlless of consequoncesF 
It was only a minute's interval; but if short it was sft-ect, 
and I went on the cheerier for it, tJio' aware I couldn't 
reach Thomhill till niTte,— exactly an hour late, "owing 
to the 12th of August" being next day. 

At Dumfries I found Jean, and her Husband and eldeet 
Daughter; and the carriage being then cleared of all 
but myself, and the time longer, we hod plenty of tAlk: 
and I took tea with them! ! It was the most practically 
kind thing I ever saw Jean do. She had actually brought 
a little jar of "warm tea— at least it had been warm 
when they left home an hour before,"* and a tumbler 
to drink it from, an<] some sweet blKcuita which I pretended 
to eat, but stowed elyly into my bag. And theo she 
would be in time to write to you; so "altogether" "it 
was a good joy." I was apparently the only soul in the 
train at Thomhill, — the whole apparatus stopping there! 
So Dr. Russell bad no trouble in finding me and my box, 
vhich by Uic way, camo by a horrid scratch on the top; 
and I wish now I had made a cover for iti It was better 
*TIm) train vaa an hour Into. 
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it WBB 80 dark that I couldn't see anything, till T was put 
dovD at Holm Hill door, end rcoeiTCcI in the amu of Mis. 
Rusoell! What a diETcrent welcome from the fashionable 
wcloomcst 

It is a lovely place and House they have made of 
old Holm Hill! The rooms are none of them very large, 
but there is a good and beautifully done up diniogroom 
and drawingroom, and two handsome bedrooms, and a 
kitchoD and larder and storeroom and the usual trimmings, 
"all on the ground Ooor." Above there are plenty of 
bedrooms— one fine one.— But Mrs. Uussell put me into 
the ground-floor room, and I know why,— because the 
up-stairs windows must, some of them, look towarda 
Templand. Oh how kind they are; and I feci that kind- 
ness, [which] is partly out of love for my Mother and 
Aunt Jeanoic, so much more keenly than kinducas I 
derive from Lion-worship, even tho' the Lion be you, 
my Dear! 

I had a famous (ea, and went to a most comfortable 
bed in deepest privacy; but of course, tho' feeling no 
tiredness, I couldn't go to sleep with my mind in sucli 
a tumult, and tho idea of Templand half a mile off! But 
between four and five I at Last fell into what you call a 
doze (is it s or 2?), and to-day I am "better than I deserve." 
But it is pouring rain; so I must rest at home: tbe best 
thing I could do perhaps, in any case. 

At Carlisle, when I was nislung madly after my box, 
which couldn't be found, but finally was percci^'ed to have 
"ocHue home with its (ail behind it" into the Thomhill 
vao, I noticed a dark gentleman turn in passing and look 
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after mc; and then 1 saw him with tho tail of my eye 
trying to look at my face, which (fancying this proceeding 
some delusion, on the gcutlcnmn's part, arising out of 
the spicy little hat) I turned resolutely avay. Wheo 
a voice said at ray back, "surely it m Mrs. Carlyle that 
I see!" I whockd round and found the dark gentleman's 
face quite familiar to mc, but couldn't for my life identify 
hira till he named himself, "Huxley!" He was going 
to Edinburgh; and wc did a good deal of portmanteau- 
hunting together, amidst distracted pointer-dogs and 
more distracted sportsmeji! I never saw such a lively 
representation of "confuKon worse confounded." Every 
passenger had lost his luggage, and the porl^rs their 
eenses; and the dogs barked and yelled; and the gentle- 
men swore; and the women implored! 

Since I began the last page your Letter has come. 
Oh thanks! But, don't you see, I shan't dare go away 
again, if you take the expense of it! Perhaps you mean 
that.' Wretch and devil as T am, I have not read the 
Lady's Letter yet: it takes time to decipher; but I am 
very glad of your few lines; and the fact of there being 
a Letter from you already, has raised you to the stars 
in Mrs. Russctt's opinion; "as attentive a Husband as 
mine," she says. 

Now, "To t'Father, Son and t'Olly Gohast." 

J. W. 0. 



Oh please forward the two Pujickex together, when 
Ibe next comes, to Mrs. George Braid, Stcnhousc, Grccncod, 
Eklinburgh. Recollect about my Letters. 
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To Mn. AUken, Dumfries'. 

Holm HUl, ThniicUy, U Au(-. 1862. 

My dear Jane— I have been meaniiig to "kill two 
birds with one stone" (an economy of action which never 
docs succeed with me), meaning to repeat my thanks, 
etil) lying quite warm at the heart of me, for your and 
James's welcome to Dumfries, — so hearty and practically 
beneficent as it was! and at the same time to (ix a time 
for seeing you "more in detail" as the Doctor would say. 
But I must have still a few days for arranging my further 
plana, which were best left in abeyance till I had looked 
about me here and rested the sprained foot I brought 
mth me from home. 

Hitherto it has rained pretty constantly, and I have 
only once crossed the threshold, for a short time between 
showers, yesterday. To-day it is fair as yet, and we arc 
going to Keir. 

In a few daj'S I shall have subsided from the nervous- 
ness of finding myself here at the foot of Templand HiUI 
with so many houses within sight, once occupied by people 
who belonged to me or cared for mo! And then I shall 
be up to forming plans. So far, I merely sit bewildered 
in presence of my own Past! How long I stay will de- 
pend chieQy on the accounts I get from Chcyne Row. 
I am in hopes Lady Aithburton will persuade Mr. C. to 
go off with them to the Grange,— where I could join him 
on my return. Whether I shall go back the road I 
came, or round by Edinburgh, will depend on answers 
to Letters which I have not yet written! 
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In a few days, as I havo said, I will "oonsidfir" (like 
the Piper's cow), and then tell you whether yoii will next 
see roc on the way home, or on ihe way to Edinburgh, 
or merely from here to return here. However, to see 
you and Mary, being one of the greatest pleasures I prom- 
ised Diyeclf in coming to this eountry, you are safe to have 
me plump down on you some day. I will write again 
"when I see my way" (to quote a^n from the 
Doctor). 

It L8 the bcaiitifullest house this that a reasonable 
mortal could dosirel But Mrs. Russell cannot recancitc 
herself to it; is always regretting the tumble-down, old 
rambling house in Thomhill, where "Papa's room" is 
"the room he died inl" She is tlie dearest, gcntleBt- 
hearted woman! 

Ever affoctionately yours, 

Ja.ve Welsh Carlyle. 

LETTER 222 

To T. Carhjle, Chelsea: 

BoUn HiU, Friday, '15 .\uguit, 1803/ 

Yes, indeed. Dear! you may well be "afraid of my 
weather!" I have only twice got over Uie threshold 
since I came! and that hurriedly between sJiowers. I 
begin to have more sympathy with Mrs. Russell's melan- 
choly impressions of her beautiful new house! But I 
don't weary as yet: the situation has still novelty enough 
to keep me from wearying; and within doors it has not 
been so dull as you might think. The day before ycstcnlay 
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"there plumped down" to us a little man on his way 
^Jiome from "the Exhibition" (can't get rid of the Ex- 

bibition even here, you see!). A B , the Sheriff of 

, whom you may remumbcr. lie was a round- 

faoed, chcrry-chcekcd, black-eyed young man, of the 
entirely unint<^resting sort, when last seen by me. Now 
be has got transformed into tho most ridiculous yet touch- 
ing Ukeneas of Jeffrey! The little short grey head, and 
round brow, the arching of his cychrows, the settling 
of bis chin into his neckcloth, the jerking movena^nts, 
the neither Scotch nor English speech,— bring Jeffrey 
|l)cfore me as if he were alive again. I ha\'C been making 

searching inriuiries into the character of Mrs. B ; 

for 1 have not the slightest doubt in my on-n mind ttiat 

A B is Jeffrey's Son (unofliciaUy). . . . 

Yesterday we (Mrs. Russell, Mr. B and I) called 

at Bellevuo, and drove up the PenfiUan Avenue, and 
surveyed the remaining wing of the old house; and then 
drove away, to the open-mouthed aslouiihnient of the 
servant girls; and then we called at Keir Manse (poor 
old Graham's Mr. MenKies). A sad Manse it has been 
this some time: the eldest Son met with an accident 
and died after long agony; the Mother went mdancholy 
in consequence. . . . His sorrows "have been blwt 
to him" (as the phrase is),— «uch a changed expression 
of faeo I never saw. 

I ha%'C ever so many Letters to write; so I must spend 
no more time on you! One of the Letters you forwarded 
was from Miss Dickens, apologising for not inviting us 
(h«r Aunt's ilUicss, etc.}- I "lu^t assure her that we are 
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not too much disappointed. A Letter from Betty says: 
"0 der me! you did not dreck (direct) the paper this 
wick and I can do nothing," etc., etc. . . . 
Yours ever, 

J. W. Cabltle. 

LETTER 223 

To T. Carlyle, Chelsea^ 

Holm Hill, Friday, 22 Aug., 1862. 

There 1 Tfiat is something hke a Letter! and I feel 
my good-humour restored.* Nothing in this Bessy Bamet 
romance surprises me so much as the cool manner in 
which you seem to have taken the fact of her being alive! 
I at this distance screamed to hear of her being alive! 
And you, having a Bessy announced to you, cahnly ask 
was it Bessy Bamet! after she had been dead and buried 
(according to Tom Holcroft) for a quarter of a century 1 
I do hope she won't be gone when I return. Mercy of 
Heaven, if I had met her at Folkestone, and she had 
spoken to me, what a fright I should have got! 

We spent yesterday in an excursion to Bumfoot, 
dining with the Miss Wighams (fonnerly of Allington). 
I have not seen any such perfectly beautiful scenery 
as that between here and Sanquhar, since I used to ride 
there on a wee pony beside my Grandfather Walter, 
when he took me by new paths "to va-ary the schane 
Miss!" and I used to come home and mimic him to the 
otheis! little wretch! 

*CMl7le'8 LetteiB bad been too brief, — that was all. 
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To-day we are to dine with Mrs. Hunter of Milton, 
going early, that we, that ia I, might go up to the Glen 
to take a look at dear old Strathmitligan. These old 
roads where I have been both aa a child and young lady, 
^ve me a feeling half charming, half terrible ! The people 
all gone, or so changed I and the scenery so strangely 
the game! You remember that couplet you criticised bo 
sharply and which I admired, 

"And my youth was left behind 
For some one else to find I" 

That is what I feel in these places; that there "my youth 
was left behind," and that some one else had found iti 
at least that / in looking ever so wistfully about, can't 
find a trace of it! 

It is raining to-day, however, and I shall have to make 
my little pilgrimage in a covered carriage. But I shall 
find some woodruff to bring back to Chelsea from the 
same place where I gathered it more than forty 
years ago! 

Did you koow anything of Mr. Rogerson, an Anti- 
burgher Preacher here? He died a year or two ago; 
and, Mrs. Russell tells me, he talked so incessantly of 
your Works that his congregation, wishing to ^ve him 
a testimonial, presented him with your lAfe of 
Cromwell. 

You deserve a better Letter for once, but I have no 
more time to spare you. 

Yours ever fiuthfully, 

Jane Welsh Cabltlb. 

Tok n.-lT 
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LETTER 224 



To T. Carlyk, Chelsea. 

Holm BHl, SuDday, 34 Aus., 1862. 

. . . PleaBC tell Maria I was greatly obliged by her 
imniediate attention to my request, and her excellent ful- 
filment of it; and that I will write to her "all to herself" 
when I have seen "Mrs. Braid." Dear old Betty; she has 
"nited" me "a pair of stocfcins'"; and won't she be glad 
when I come and take them? I am afraid she goes 
for more in my purpose to take Kdinburgh in my way — or 
rather out of my way — than my Aunts! At the same 
time, as they were going to be much hurt had I gone back 
without seeing them, and as Elizabeth has been " verj* frail 
indeed " of late, and as, after all, tliey are my Father's Sis- 
ters and my only near relatives in the world now, I should 
have oughted to go whether there had been a dear old Betty 
in the case or Dot. I shall not put off time there, how- 
ever. . . 

We dined at Capenoch j-esterday,— a superb place (he 
Gladstones have made it! And they arc really nice people. 
It was quite a high-art style of dinner—even to the two 
separate kinds of ice. " By God, Sir, I believe It was (not) 
a vxman!" (You know that speech of the Poodle's when he 
bad dined to his dwsatisf action!)* The original old John 
Gladstone's Portrait was facing nic, and a harder, cun- 

* " Focidli! " ( Byngl , in whiding up a dialribv againsl ihe dinner 
at Lord A*hhiirton'i thi^ first time aTtur the ndv^nt of Ihf now 
L«dy AshburloD, rixclAimed to Carlylo, with s I ratfi -comical look, 
"GM,Sir,l bitliuve it'i a woman!" — meanioK thai thu Freacn 
thtj oi former Umcn lisd been lupplnntcd by a female cookl 
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ninger old baker I never saw. ... I write oow (Sun- 
day evening) because to-morrow we shall start early to 
spend the day with Mrs. \'citch of Eliock, home from l#on- 
don now. And you had bettpr not expect to hear on Wed- 
nesday, as I eliall go to Dumfne» by the first trainon Tues- 
day. My uext wiU be written at the Gilt most probably. 
I cannot get that Bessy Bamet rediviva out of my headi 

Ever yours, 

J. W. Carltlb. 

LETTER 22fi 

To T. Carlyle, Cfiehea. 

•tU Oil], Abdm. Wed., '27 Aog.. 1M3.' 
Your Letter, written on Sunday night, reached me yes- 
terday morning (Tuesday) just before I started; and was 
read "with the same relish,"* on my way to the Station. 
At Dumfries I read also a Letter from you (to Dr. C). 
Then I had been still further favoured with a Note from 
Woolner, to tell me you " eecrocd to be thriving so remark- 
ably well delivered from the cares of a Wife, that, if I were 
considerate, I woul<] stay away a long time," etc., etc. So 
all is right on the Chelsea side. 

It was a very confused and confusing day at Dumfries, — 
the chief ingredient being the Doctor! going back in the 
evening to poor Arbucklc's funeral. Many live camels 
and dromedaries were al-w parading the streets, prepara- 
tory to an Exhibition of Wonibwell's Menagerie! I have a 
curious luck for falling in with wild beasts in retired placesi 
Recollect my being kept awake tbe first night at MofTat by 
• Jobs JtBtty't phnM. 
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the roaring of Lions and Hycenaa. The only collected act 
of volition I accomplished was a call on poor ATiss WtlUe 
Richardson, in spite of her being represented to me as " in- 
sane and a monster of fat, — the eyes invisible in her head!" 
Mad or not, over fat or not, I thought it was right to show 
her the respect of calling for her, considering the kindness of 
her Mother to you and me when we were lees " celebrated '." 
So I made Jean come with me to Maxwelltown to find her 
out; and a very pleasant call it proved. She opened the 
door to us herself,— her one domestic, a small girl, being 
r^sii^ potatoes in the garden. She didn't recognise me at 
first; but received us nevertheless with all her Mother's 
hospitable politeness. And when I told her my name, the 
poor creature's delight over me ("Mrs. Carlyle, Jeannie 
Welsh! that my dear Mother was so fond of!") quite 
brought tears to my eyes. So far from being a "monster" 
she is a handsomer woman now than she was as a young 
lady. Very like her Mother both in appearance and 
mannera, and in well-bred kindliness. She told me all 
about her Mother's death; and listening to her, with her 
clear truthful eyes lookii^ straight into mine, I couldn't 
but admire at the cruelty of the Dumfries gossip about 
this poor lonely reduced gentlewoman, who I could " stake 
my head against a china orange" (as I have heard you 
say) is as free from "insanity" and from "drink" as any 
woman among them! I saw, too, Mr. Aird,* who you know 
never did interest me, and who interests me now less than 

•Thomas Aird (1802-1876), editor of the Dumfries Herald 
from 1835-63; a minor Poet of at least loc^al celebrity. He made 
Carlvle'B acqutuDtoDCi at College, aad was ever afterwards well 
likea by him. 
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everl Jean took me past the Station to see their new 
house,* which ia ready for roofing. It looks a handsome 
villa sort of house, which I cannot help thinking will 
tmoket 

Mary and Jamie Austin were waiting on the platfonn 
at Ruthwell, a gig outside. Mary said the evening was 
cold, and wrapped me in three plaids; but I could feel no 
cold thro' the welcome she gives one. I had taken tea at 
Dumfries, so declined tea; — ^"would take porridge by and 
by ";— so we sat by the fire in the parlour, talking. I went 
to my bag for something, and heard a pronounced sound 
like a screw in a cork! I looked round; she was in the 
prras. "For God's sake what are you doing7" I asked. 
" I thocbt ye'd maybe tak a wee soup wine till the porridge 
is readyll" I had to wrench her out of the press in my 
armsl 

The porridge was excellent; and such milkl "of two 
sorts!" How I wished you had had iti My "interior" 
felt so comforted by that supper that I felt I should prob- 
ably sleep. To tell you a melancholy fact, I have been 
having horrible nights ever since I left home; only two 
nights out of the fortnight that I have closed my eyes be- 
fore four in the morning, in spite of the quietest of bed- 
rooms, the wholcsomest of diet, and constant exercise in 
the open fur! At first I imputed it to the excitement of 
finding myself there; but that subsided; still the bad habit 
taken root did not abate; and still Dr. Russell (very un- 
like Dr. Rous) would not let me have any morphia! In 
other respects I was better; felt less languid, and required 

•TiM HilL 
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— "wljAt filiall I fiayf—no pills! But I was content tS 
try ft new slpeping-place,— mere change being useful in 
these cases, and I was beginning to feet a little deliriousi 
So having taken my nice supper last night, and read for an 
hour after, I lay donni in the softest, most comfortable of 
beds, with a modest confidence that my luck was about to 
change. And so it was! The confusions of Dumfries, 
after whirling round in my brain a while like a dint^ 
dooeie,* faster and faster, were going black out, and 
I was falling into a heavenly sleep, when "woufi woufi 
wouf! bow! wow! wow! wow!" commenced at my very 
ear. "The dogs" chasing some belated cat thro' the gai^ 
den, gflI!oping and barking over my prostrate body (it felt) t 
What a mercy it wasn't you that this had happened to, 
was my first thought! My next thought made me laugh, 
"like a cuddy eating thistles!" It was the recollection 
of those hyxnas and lions at Moffat! Decidedly my search 
after a "quiet bed" was not so successful as Cirfc&s' search 
after a Wife! Well, the demons carried on for some half 
hour without an instant's cessation ; then they seemed to 
gallop away to the distance, and were no more heardi— fiU 
the porridge and my good will for sleep bad brought me 
again to the first stage of unconsciousness; and then out- 
burst again under my win<low the same demoniacal chari- 
vari! This was rcpcatfd Uiree times; and I had given up 
all idea of closing my eyes again, when, Heaven knows how, 
I did close them about 4 in the morning (as usual), and 
got two hours good sleep, without the dogs, or in spite of 
them. Mary will "shut them in the bam to-night"; had 
•Soaante, p. 89i«. 
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thought "th<>y nevor would have platjed wow," or she 
would iiav« done it last night. For I tun to steep here 
again to-night, Scotsbrig being given up. Jamie ia juat ar- 
rived to tell me poor little Jenny Is ill in bed; has been ill 
some days; 8o that they couldn't have me. So I shall go 
back to Thornhill on Friday morning,— staying here over 
to-morrow. I cannot chanpe evft-ything now, or I might 
have gone to Edinburgh on tViday, since I haven't to go to 
Scotsbrig. Your Letter, too, U arrived. . . . Write 
to Thornhill. 

Yours ever, 

5. W. C. 

LBTTBR 226 

To T. CarlyU, Chelsea. 

Bolm Hill. SundBy, 31 Auf., 1802. 

There will be no time for writing to-morrow, Dear; so 
T ^di\ write a few lines now, and leave them to be put in 
before post-time to-morrow,— the very slil being closed for 
the better observance of Sunday. 

... O, 80 long as I remember it> please send me an 
autograph that Uk. Russell wants for a lady. It would 
come straighter addressed to herself; but if you don't like 
enclasing it in a blank cover, and at the same time don't 
like to write with it. just send it to me at Momingside. 

I have been rather better at sleeping, since my return 
from the Gill; and the chill passed off without conse- 
quences. 

Yesterday we drove to Morton Mains, and Castle. I 
couldn't get up a sentiment about ii, tho' the Birthplace 
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of my Grsndfathpr Walt«r and all tun Brothcni. It is so 
completely Ducal'ized now! Peniillan, which I can see at 
&ny raomeot I choose to lift my eyes, is more pathetic for 
me by far. 

What a pity about that young scamp! Such wretches 
do so much harm to odc'» boncvolont feelings towards 
"others!" You may read the page, in a shocking bad 
handwriting, torn from "his Wife's Letter" by that dread- 
ful youiig Skirving you ouce e&vf* and inclosed in soma 
stuff of his own written on the Bank (Dr. Rusaelt's Bank) 
Counter on bis way to the train, which he alt but missed 
in conaequencc, and actually did leave his purse ou the 
Counter behind him! if you care to see how you are ap- 
preciated by an East Lothian Farmer's Wife! Madame 
Venturi you will certainly read, for tlie Letter u charming. 
Keep it safe for me. And now, God bless you. 

Ever yours, 

J. W. C. 

LETTER 227 

To Mn. Russell, Holm Hill 

CrmlccD villa, MornlDfaide, EdinboTKlk 
Tueailay, 3 Sap., 1862. 

My Darling— Nature prompts me to write just a line, 
tho' I am not up to a Letter to-day,— at least to any other 
letter than the daily one to Mr. C, which must be written, 
dead or alive! 

Imagine! after ?uch a tiring day, I never closed mj 
eyes, till after five this morning! and was awake again, for 

•Sm Eorlg UOtx 0/ J. W. Cvrlyk, p. 31«. 
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goofi,— or rathPF fnr had, — before snx Mnick! My eyes 
are almost out of my heati this morning, and— tell the 
Doctor, or rather, don't tell him,— I will have a dose of 
morphia to-oight!* am just going in an omnibus to Dun- 
can & Flockhart's for iti It will calm dovrn my mind for 
me, — generally my mind needs no calming, being sunk in 
apathy. And this won't do to go on! 

Mr. C. writes this morning that he had received a Letter 
in the HandtBriting of Dr. Rusfeil (1 ! !), — my own hand- 
writing slightly dif^uiscd,— and torn it open in a gi-eat 
fright, thinking that the Doctor was nTiting to tell I was 
tU, and found a photograph of me, "really very like indeed"; 
but not a word from the Dr., inside! He took it as 8 sign 
that I was off! (Why. in alt the world, take it as that?) 
"but it would liavu been an additional favour had the Dr. 
written just a line!" 

Grace was waiting at the Station for me, much to my 

* It hm bnrn rrmArkcd b^r Pbysiciluiil that Mrt. Cnrlrl« wm 
in the habit of "occ&uo&ally laJtiog Morphia," & drug wbicb in 
Itoown to produce dopreMion and ■uipidon in tliom addictBd to 
it» uac. R«ad<>r» of tho pMMnt vollime* wiU lind nbundant 
eviduDce to pruva that she ludul^cd not " occMlonall)^," but very 
fteaucntly, and aonnaimi-a cxcnuivdy, in tbia dAneeroun practice; 
ABO that aba contlnuod to indulge in it in apiio of^warning*. On 
hearini of tlw reault of tht^ Morphia takta on ihv above occasion, 
Carlvlo wrot<! to her (on the filh of Snp.): "Clod I am that tli« 
■itbll« Uoriihxnr haa doH« its (uDctlon; be tliankful to it, tW 
btumrt also)'* Tiui caution was far from nt'cdlcKs; but it waa. 
tik* W«Kiil)S> from Otiutr xourccn. iinhrrdni. .Sbi! ronlinuod to 
the Ua( to Indulge in Morphia, and other drun cqunlly dai)R«roii*- 
For, at a later date, the roDfenses to having tjUten a dusc of " thirty 
drop* of Morphia": and aho adds, ''I u«cd to Rrt Rood of an 
exceptional doae of thin tort." (Sue potl. p. 333). Ei»owhi>r« rtiv 
bOiB«t« of havins tnkrn, by Eucm in thr dark, mrdicinc ronlaininc 
pruMio acid; ol baviii{ iwailoictd a |[(irKti> intt'odrd (or ritcraal 
ftpplicKliun; of having adminintrrrd to bcnclf IiEiibanv, <!hl<)roform. 
optutD, irlc- H^r con*tant potterlog with daiigi-row medicliics and 
h«r aiualcur docloriiiK o( hcndf. year after yrar, had probably 
murh morp to do witb thebreakaown of her health Lhaa IM "hAta 
work '■ ahc la aaid to have donel 
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astonishment, and discovered me at once, under the hat 
and feather, actually, she said, by " a motion of my hand!" 
The dr^ns are all torn up at Momingside, and she was 
afraid I would not get across the rubbish in my cab with- 
out a pilot. They are all looking well, I think,— even 
Elizabeth. Many friendly inquiries about you, and tove 
to be sent. 

Oh, my Dear, my Dear, my head is full of wool! Shall 
I ever forget those green hills and that lovely church-yard, 
and your dear, gentle face I Oh! bow I wish I had a 
sleep I 

Your own friend, 



Janh Cakltlb. 



The roots are all in the Garden. 



LETTER 228 



To Mrs. RusseU, Holm Hill. 

Chelsea, Monday, 15 SeptemboT, 1863. 

Here I am, Dearest Friend! Here I have been since 
Thursday night. I had fixed to arrive on Thursday morn- 
ing: but I took a horror at the notion of the night journey, 
and staid iu my bed at Momingside instead. . . , 

Mr. C. was very glad, of course, to see me back. As 
for Maria, she went into a sort of hysterics over me; seiz- 
ing me in her arms, and kissing me all over, and laughing 
in a distracted nmnner;— a charming reception from one's 
housemaid, certMuly, if it weren't that such emotional 
natures have always two sides: tliis loving and loveable 
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ODe, and another as quick to anger and j(^Alousy am) all 
unrpawinablenpfl?! All this impetuous affMtion for nie 
wouldn't prevail with hor to make any sacrifiefH for my 
eakp, or to exert herself in any manner which wa? not 
agreeable to her inc]inatJoa<!. It is just the emotionalness 
of the Wcaleyan Jlethodist,— having its homo in the senses 
rather than in the soul. 

All Friday T was so busy unpacking, and putting things 
in their places, and (what tlie American housewives call) 
"reconciling tilings" that I put off writing to anyljody, 
CTCn toyou, till Saturday: an<l then a horrid remotnbranoe 
fla«lied on nie that ThomUill kept the Sabbath in an 
all-too exemplary manner, and that I might spare my 
haste. . . . 

I send along with this Tetter, but Eeparately, a packet 
contaitunR the neck-brooch which you were to " like better" 
than your "old thistle." Perhaps you wouldn't like it bet- 
ter or as welt, singly; but the set, to my taste, is prettierf 
and / care more for the old thistle, — its oldness t)eing its 
very chain to me! T!ic brooches can be worn as cloHps, 
down the front of the dress, also; and look very wet) on a 
dreas of any colour 

Mr. C. thinks, as everj-lrody does, tliat I am n.uch ini- 
IHt>\'cd in health; and I ni>-sclf, who should know best, 
think 90, too! "Wliat could he do to show hia i;:ratttude 
to Mrs. Russell for taking such care of me? Well, he had 
read a really nice Book that would suit her; he would send 
her that!" I Hhall iscnd the [look by Railway parcel, ao 
soon on I hear that the other packet has reached its true 
destinalioQ. 
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You can't think with what new mterest my little 
Picture of Nipp looked out on me on my retumi My kind- 
eat love to the Doctor. 

Your ever-affectiooate 

Jane Carltlb. 

LETTER 239 

To Mrs. Russell, ThomkiU. 

Chebea, WedneBdfty, 'Sept., 1862.' 
My darling Woman— I didn't forget your autograoh.* 
I sent it in the first Letter I wrote you after my departure; 
that is a fact! I received it from Mr. C. in his first Letter 
to me at Momlngude, the Tuesday morning, — the firtit 
morning with my Aimts; and I enclosed it in my Letter 
to you. I think I can tell how you missed notirang it: it 
was one line, — some short maxim (I forget what) with his 
signature; it was folded like a Note; and you had taken 
it for a bit of blank paper put round the Letter to keep 
the writing from showing through the envelope. However 
it was, I could stake my head against a china orange, that 
I sent it. But that you didn't notice it, is of no earthly 
consequence; except in the appearance of negligence the 
oversight gave me, — autographs can be supplied so readilyl 
I send another this time. Also I send you photographs 
for your Book: one of Mr. C, two of myself, which ought 
to be better than the Hairdresser's, being done by the best 
photographer in London; one of Alfred Tennyson (with 
the wide-awake); and one of Mazzini, which you are to 

•SeeoTtte, p. 263. 
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Fubstitute for the head I Rave the Doctor, as giving a better 
notion of him, and besides having his autograph on it. 

. . . My ITushand having decided that last «-eek 
vaa to be a holiday, he actually went with me to the best 
photographer in London, who had been for years soHciting 
him to come and be done,~ioT nothing! He (the Photog- 
rapher) took a great many different ones, Iar:gc and small; 
of which one of the targe ones satisfied him, and is to be 
published, and I think it the finest photograph I ever saw. 
But we have got no copies of it yet except one for myself. 
Four or 6ve different little ones will be published, and of 
these I like the one here sent the best. As Mr. Jeffray 
(the Photographer) will make a good thing of supplying 
the Bhops with Mr. C.'s, of course he was very obliging 
in inaating on doing me, who had not hud my account 
with being done, and so, was at the same loss for a 
headdress OS you were at the Hairdresser's! But for- 
tunately Mr. Jcffray's Aunt, who assists him, offered me a 
white lace thing, so like one of my oien loose caps, that I put 
it on without reluctance; and the same helpful woman, 
seeing the black lace I wear round my neck lying on the 
table, snatched it up and su^GBt«d I shouhl be done also 
in thai headdress. To complete my luck, I had on, the 
day being cold, my last Winter's gown (from Madame 
EUso), 80 that I came out a better figure than at the Hair- 
dresser's! ! Still, I have a certain regard for the queer 
little Thorohill likeness of myself,— not as a likeness, but 
as a memorial of tbe three happiest weeks I have lived tor 
a long time; 90 I will ask you to get me another from the 
Hairdresser, as the one I bad sent to Mr. C. has been given 
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away to Sarah, th« Houscnmid, who went away ill some 
fourteen months ago, and who came last night to sw m«, 
before starting for Australia. I gave her Mrs. Pringle's 
{aliaa Pott's) Bcarlet Plaid, and my Photograph, and my 
blessing 1 

I was quite relieved to find the brooches had arrived 
eafe. People always say it is so rash to send anything of 
consequence unregistered. And T, again, am so per- 
suaded that registering a tiling only puts it in the head of 
ifishonest PoBtmco that the thing is worth stealing. So 
that if that packet had misgone, I should have had " both 
the skaith and the scorn." 

My blessed Dear, what nonsense you talk about my 
"depriving myself" of this and that! Depend upon it, 
when I give away a thing, it is never with the slightest 
sense of di-priving myself. Either the thing is a super- 
fluity to myself, or I have more pleasure in giving it tlian in 
keeping it! I never give away anything which has what 
Lawyers call a prctium affectionis attached to it! At least 
I never did but once,— in llic case of that same pebble 
brooch, which I took from you again! ) Nor had I ever 
regretted gi^'ing you that (tho' my Mother was with mo 
when I was allowed to choose it! and my Father paid for 
it!), — never till I saw it fastening your neck-velvet, that 
day at Mrs. Huuter'sl Then I thought first, that does not 
answer the purpoee: it should be more like a clasp to 
fasten the velvet; and only then. I thought next, I 
shouldn't haw parted with that old Edinburgh brooch! 
And then followed the bright idea of the ezchange! Pray 
don't thank me for my brooches as if they had been a pres- 



Jane Welsh Carlyle 



271 



ftavi 



)U place me in (he odious position 
"given & thing and taken a thing," (as we used to say at 
Sehool). 

I eent by the railway Parcel Company yesterday (car- 
riage paid) the Book Mr. Carlyle wished you to have and 
lud and keep for his sake. He bade me tic up with it a 
Translation of Danie, which some one had sent him. If 
you don't happen to have a Dante in tingtish, it might 
amuse you in Winter nights, he said. 

I have ne\'er told you yet about Auchtertool, or Craigen- 
villa; and here are two sheets filled, — enough for one timcl 

Oh, do write often, Dear. Never mind a regular Letter, 
— ^juEt a few off-hand lines, — a how-d'ye-do? That keeps 
one from feeling the long distance between us; and long 
silences le-ad to silences still longer. My best love to the 
kind Doctor. The little pot I brought from Crawford waa 
emptied nithout shaking into our Garden; and the plants 
seem to be taking mot; also the Tcmpland daisy, and the 
ivy; and the StrathmilUgan woodrufl. 

Your loving friend, 

Jane Cablylb. 



LETTER 230 

To Mrs. Ruasea, Holm HUl. 

CbuUca, 31 October, '1862.^ 

Dearest Mary— I am not doing "what England expcets 
of me," my duty! I ought to begin writing at least liaJf 
a dozen Letters that arc troubling my conscience; and 
here am I writing to you, from no sense of duty at all, 
but because I Ukc it. 
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Well, my wanderings for this year are ovpt; and it 
must be owned they ixuvc been far and wide! The Grange 
viat was vcr>* successful. Every time I eome away from 
there with increased affection for the Lady, and in a sort 
of amazement at her excessive kindness to mc. That 
she is naturally a very kind woman, and abo a very 
demonstrative woman, is not enough to account for the 
sort of passion ebe puts into her exprcs^ons of fondness 
and unwearied attention to me! I always wonder will 
it last? But it haa kstcd a good while now; and I begin 
to feel ashamed of myself for not accepting it all with 
absolute faith. 

Mrs. Anstruther came for two days, and presseil me to 
spend my Christmas with her; as Lady A. would be away 
at Nice all the Winter. But the answer to that was 

simply, " impOFable!" I told her about meeting Mr. S 

at your house, and ehc said in her soft, alky, nithcr drawly 
voice, "Oh, dear Mrs. Carlyle, did you ever in your life 
see so ugly a man?"— The Bkhopof Ctford was there too, 
and Mr. C. set him right in two Scripture quotations! 1 1 
But the most interesting visitor was Jfr. Storey, the 
American Sculptor, who aang like an angel! There was 
a Photographer down for three days, taking views of 
the place at the easy rate of live guineas a-day! and Lady 
A. made him photograph mc sitting, with hcracU standing 
beside me; and he did another of Lord A. and Mr. C. 
sitting on the same bench, under the portico; and another 
of a whole party of us sitting about on the steps of one of 
the porticos. That one was half good, and the other half 
spoiled, Lord A., one of his Sisters, and Mrs. Anstruther 
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"had moved"; Mr. C. and Lady A., and myself, catno out 
perfect; and » we "perfect ones" were at) together, and 
were to be "cut out" from the failed one-i. I have not 
seen the Phntographs on paper yet; hut hope to ]mvc them 
ID a few days; and if they are worth anything, I will send 
you them— to look at, at least. 

But the rose coloured petticoat, Oh my Dearl I 
must tell you about the first appearance of thai! I put 
it on the second day, and the black silk tunic trimmed 
with half-o-yard-wide lace (imitation), with long falling 
skeves lined with roae-colour; and a great bimch of rose- 
coloured ribbon on my breast, and smaller boughs at the 
wrists of my white under-sleeves. It was really, as Miss 
Baring said, "quite a costume!" And in spite of ita 
prettinesB, I couldn't help feeling ncrvoua about appearing, 
for the first time, in a guise which would make me remarked 
by oil the tcomm, at least I So I dressed in good time, 
that I mightn't have to walk into the drawingroom when 
many people were down. There had been some uncertain- 
ty about the dinner hour that day, as people were coming 
from London by a late train. At all events, I should bear 
the gong sound for dressing, I thought, half an hour before 
dinner; and in the mean time I sat don-n, all ready, to 
read a novel. How long I had sat without hearing either 
bcl! or gong I can't say; but I was etarlled from my 
reading by a sharp knock at my bedroom door, and the 
voice of one of the man-9er\'ants informing me "eveTy- 
body W08 gone in to diimcr!" Upon my honour, I can 
believe some hardened wretches have gone out to be 
hanged with less emotion than I had in hurrying along 
vai.n.-u 
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the corridor and down the great etaircase, to have the 
two leaves of the diningroom door flung wide open before 
me by two footmen ! and then to walk up the great room 
to my seat at the dinner-table, everybody's head turned 
to see who was so late I To put the finishmg stroke to 
my agony, the rose-coloured petticoat was a triSe too 
long in front for the stooping way in which I walked, 
and was tike to trip me at every step!— But bad momenta 
and good moments and all moments pass over! I got 
into my seat, Lord knows how, and any one who had 
heard me complaining aloud to Lady A. up the table, 
that the gong had never been sounded, would have fancied 
me endowed with all the self-possession I could have 
wished. 

Another ordeal was in store for me and my "costume" 
later. Beit^ Sunday night, the Bishop was to read a 
Chapter and say Prayers in that same diningroom before 
all the servants, and such of the visitors as would attend. 
Eight-and-thirty servants were seated along two sides 
of the room; the men ail in a line, and the women all 
in a line; and with these thirty-eight pairs of eyes on me 
(six pairs of them belonging to Ladies' maids! !) I had to 
sail up, in all that rose-colour, to the top of the room, 
on the opposite side, first ! the other Ladies being members 
of the family pushed me into that horrid dignity. And 
the same in going out: I had to walk the length of the 
room, like to trip myself at every step, with the petticoat 
and the embarrassment! before one of that frightful line 
of servants budged. It took all the compliments paid 
me on the costume to give me courage to put it on a second 
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an old AuQt of Mr. C.'s said, vheo she had 
become somehow possMweH of a one-pound note and 
didn't know where on earth to hide itfor safety," "They're 
troubled that hac the wort', and troubled that want it." 

And now my Letter is long enough, and it is bed- 
time. 

I was »o glad of your dear Letter ytsterdayt If you 
were my Sister, 1 couldn't have you nearer my heart, 
or more in my thoughts. 

Love to the Doctor, and a kias to Nipp, whose likeness 
I have opposite my bed. 

Your loving friend, 

Jane W. Cahltle. 

P. S.— I did drive one day a great long road to the ad- 
dress of Mrs. Clark's " Bell," but she was " in the Country." 



LETTER 231 

To Mrs. Russell, Holm Hia. 

Chplaea, Mondajrf 15 Demnber, 1862. 

You wouid Bee, dearest Mary, by my last Letter, 
that yours had not come before mine was' sent to the 
post. It came some lialf hour after. Your Letters never 
do come till the afternoon, which is curious. The Letters 
from Jano at Dumfries arrive always by the morning 
post. 

The news from Paris* continues a littJe more hopeful. 
But with the prospect of hard Winter weather setting 
in, before he (Lord Ashburton) can be got to Nice, «« 

* Of Lord Aabburton, ill there in k funiisbcd houae. 
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dare not feel too elated about the present slight amend- 
ment. 

At all rates I may be thankful that I was not taken 
at my word* given in a moment when my sympathy 
overcame my discretion ; for I think now, I should most 
likely have been laid up at a Hotel at Calais, which would 
have helped nothing, and been precious bad for myself! 

. . . lam veryanxioustoknowhowmyprospective 
Cook will turn out. With such a character as I got of her 
from a mistress who seemed a senrable trustworthy woman, 
It should not be at all afraid that after a few weeks she 
would do well enough, if it were not for Mr, C.'s frightful 
impatience with any new servant untrained to his ways, 
which would drive a new woman out of the house with 
her hair on end, if allowed to act directly upon her. So 
that I have to stand between them, and imitate in a 
small humble way the Koman soldier who gathered 
his arms full of the enemies* spears and received them 
all into his own breastlj It is this which makes a change 

* Offering to go and help to nurse Lord Ashburtoa. 

tA dozen lines beginning at this point appear as " Letter 262 ". 
in Letters and Memorials, iii., 142. 

t This is of course exaggerative language. It may be aa well to 
Bay that, as a matter of fact, the aervanta at Cbeyne Row were all 
very fond of Carlyle, and would have "gone thro' fire and water" to 
gain hia approbation. He was uniformly kind and sympathetic, 
and never scolded them (unless at the instance of his Wifel) nor 
needed to scold; for, by a subtle influence, which may be called 
magnetic, he never failed to bring out a servant's best qualities, and 
they were all willing and proud to do their very best for him. Not 
one of them bad ever any complaint to make against him, nor he of 
them, when Mrs. Carlyle was absent ; and she was away from home. 
alone, sometimes for weeks or even months at atime. Some of the 
old aervanta have fortunately put on record their opinionB of their 
Master: amongst these are Mrs. Warren, and Jessie Hiddlestone 
(now Mrs. Broadfoot of Thornhilt). The latter aays, " I could have 
lived with him all my daya; and it always makes me angry when I 
read, as I sometimes do, that he was ' bad tempered,' and 'gey ill 
to get on with.' He was the very reverse, in my opinion. I never 
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of servants, ev*n when for the better, a terror to me in 
prospect, and ao agony in realization— for a time! You 
say get a thoroitgh good Cook at. any wagesi Yoa, if the 
viagts were all the difference! But when you have agreed 
to give sixteen guineas a >'car and two pounds more for 
extras (the price of a "good plain cook"), you find that 
she requires "a fler\-ants' Hall" and "a bedroom upstairs" 
and acconiniodatioDd, which your house, not having been 
built CD purpose for so dignified an indiWdual, docs not 
possess. And still worse, you find that she objects to 
making bread, and that with the power of cooking some 
hundreds of dishes which you don't want, idio has to bo 
taught to prepare Mr. C.'s little plain things just as an 
ignorant servant would; and that she thinks her gifts 
quite wasted on & household unworthy of tlicm, — as 
indeed they would be. . . . No; what would suit mo 

wculd have left liliii when I did. hadi not bcentioing to be married." 
(Sen Mr. llcsimild Bluat'<mtnr«-ilinK Article. "Mrs. Carlylonad h«r 
BouseinA!d,''iatbeC«niAiUf<irOrtoWr, l!>01). Mrs. W»rren'a teati- 
inoDy i* KimUM. Carlyle'ii Niece, wlio lived with him for over 
thlrtMO y*an, often remarked on the kindly rrlatioo b^wc«D Car- 
iyle and the servaota during hrr time. And my own exp«rienco 
and obiervation, which luted thr«« yoara, woa to the (omc cffrcL 

It cannot bo aiud that lira. Carlylc wn*, on the whole, unkind 
to her aGrvBiitH, or laekin^ In Interest Id their welfare; but unfof- 
tunaloly, she too often fuik-d, by rcniion of her inronstnct temper, 
to win and hold Ihdr rr«pect and ronfidonrc: nt one time the over- 
praiaMl and pett«d lliem; »t another, probably the verv next min- 
ute, abc went to the opposite extreme of reftRure and renuke. This 
want ot «ba({y trejiCiiiciit is j^caerally ruinoua t« the very beat of 
•i.>rvaiit«,an(l wa« probably the chief cauaeof Mrs. Carl vie 's trouble4i 
inhousekeepinR. It i* hardly poatibtn toimaKino an e.asii^r task 
tbau hera wai: a Hiiiall house (o keep In order; no childrea to be 
earod for; n Umbanit whoae requireraenta were few and whone way 
of living was plain and simple. Burcly hauaek««pinfc under Iheie 
conditions ought to have been eaaily redueible to a minimum of 
trotiblel It if fair to state, however, that Mr*. Carlylc'e " trouble 
with servaote." haabeen, by hendf and others, greatlvezaigeratcd. 
She bad one servant tor twelve yeant, and another for alx, cluriiig 
tb« thiny-two yeata she kept houM in CbcUea. 



278 New Letters and Manoriah of 

best, if good, is what is called "a General servant who is 
a plain cook"; the wagfs of these is from £12 to £14 and 
everything found. That ia the sent of giri I have engaged. 



God bless you, Dear. 

Yours affectionately, 

LETTER 232 



J. W. C. 



To Mrs. Austin, The Gill, Annan'. 

ChelMK, 'I Juiuvr, lSe3.f 
Dear little Woman— A Letter was to have preceded 
that box — a Letter of apology for its rubbishy contents, 
— only to be excused indeed by my knowledge from of 
old how you could make somethings out of nothingsl 
& capital talent which, I (]aresay, is inherited by these 
remarkably "world-like" girls of yours. But I had been 
kept in such a constant bother with teaching the new 
cook how to make bread, and to make everything that 
was wanted of her, that I never could find time for nTiting; 
and now your kind acknowledgement of the said rubbish 
shows that my apology was not needed. . , . But 
why not have taken a cook ready (raine<] out of a gentle- 
man's family? Simply, my dear, because cooks ready 
trained out of gentlemen's families have wages entirely 
disproportionate to any work they would tmvc here, — 
£20 at the least;— and that is not the worst; all their 
accommodations are expected to be in keeping with their 
wages; and they would look down on people living so 
economically and quietly as we dol Now, I think it is 
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more pleasant, or rather less unpleasant, to look down on 
one's promoted "raaid-of-all-work," thaa to be looked 
down upon by one's "professed cook." 

The news from Paris continue more favourable; but 
it fitrikcs me the Doctor newr quite believes himself the 
hope he gives to others. There is always a hollow sound 
iu hifi wordt about recoverj-. Mr. C. is angry at my 
hopelessness; lie has so much more hope in him about 
everj'thing than I haw! WTio would believe that to 
bcAT how he talks!— I am hoping to receive small coBtribu- 
tions of Rcw-taid eggs. I hope I may not need to trouble 
you for more; but will if the hens strike work again. 

The best of New Year's wishes to you all. 
Your affectionate, 

Jane W. Cakltle. 



LETTER 233 

To Mrs. RusseU, Holm Hill. 

Cbelsea, 'Janaary, 1863.' 
Dearest Mary— You thought I must be ill that I did 
not write; and now that three days liavc brought no 
answer to your iuquir)', I ahouldo't wonder if you are 
tliinking I must be dead! 

. . . The illnoss I liavc had, and am still having, 
has been caused palpably enough by a mental shock 
which struck me deadly rack at stomach, and struck the 
pain into my back, in the first moment of it. And tho' 
my mind has recovered its balance, these oonsequencea 
sttll remain. One expects to hear of something aenti- 
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menUI, romanUc, &t least exciting, vhcn unybody «pe&lcs 
of having had a great mental shock. My Dear, lower your, 
expectations; bring thcui dowu to the level of the mcaoeat' 
prose! For what I have to t«ll you is again about my 
servants. But take up the servant an a human being, — 
a fellow-creature,— and read my paltry tale a» a psycho- 
logical illustration; and it is enough to throw one into 
a fit of misanthropy, besides malcing one sick at stomach 
and breaking one's ^ine in twol 

When I wrote last, I was looking forward to better 
times below Btairs. The new cook seemed a decent young 
woman; not bright or quick, but one who would, with 
a little teaching and a good deal of patience, be made to 
do. "Flo" van clover and assidious, and thoughtful and 
helpful; the only thing to be guarded ogainat with her, 
was the tendency to praise and pet her overmuch, and 
BO, spoil her, as I bad spoilt Charlotte! But I was helped 
in that by the want of personal altraclion for me in the 
child. There was something dry and hard, something 
very unyouthful in her manner and voice, which, coupled 
with her extraordinary cleverness and os^duity, fiomo- 
times reminded me of the" Cliangeling" in Fjury Legenda:| 

Well, as the daj's went on, a change seemed to come 
over the spirit of the new cook's dream. She grow more 
and more gloomy and sullen and indifferent, till she grew 
exactly into her Scotch predecessor translated into En- 
glish, — minus the utter blockheadismi I was careful to 
make no remarks on her before Flo; but Flo was constantly 
blurting out aggravating instances of negligence and 
disagreeableness on the port of the newcomer. At last 
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one day my dissatisfaction reached a climax; and I told 
thU Mary that 1 porocivetl that she would not siut, and 
(bat I tbo't it better to tell her so in the first month. 
And again my weary spirit was wandering thro" space 
in search of a cook, beset by far greater difficulties than 
"Corfefts in seca-di 0} a Wife!" The only person that 
looked delighted was Flo, — as delight^xl as uhc looked 
when I gave Elizabeth warning. Next day I was juat 
putting on my bonnet to go out on this miserable search, 
when the cook said to me, she thought it very strange 
to be going in this way; that ahe liad "never gone out of 
any place before in less than a year at least." "Whose 
fault is it?" I siud. "Do you consider it possible for 
me to keep a woman who shows no sort of interest in 
doing or learning tJie work she has undertaken to do 
here?" "Well," eaid the woman with a half sob, "I 
am aware I have made myself very disagreeable; but it 
wasn't easy to be good tempered and to try to please, 
with Flo ever)' time she came down stairs, telling mo 
the dreadfutlest Ibtngs that you ttad said of me and of 
everything I did!!" that "I was nothing but a stupid 
dirty tmud-of-all-work, fit for nothing but a Tradesman's 
bouse, where I could get tumbbng about among a lot of 
rough workmen! and OhI far worse things than these!" 
Astonishment took away my i^pc^ech for a moment: I 
had not stud one word of the wonmn to the child, knowing 
tbat she carried everything to her Mother. I rang the 
bel! for Flo. "What is this," I wjked, "that you have 
been telling Mar>%as8aid of her bymet" "Well, Ma'am," 
said Flo, very red, "/ couldn't help it! Mary was always 
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asking me what you s^d about her — ^You know you were, 
Mary! (like a viper); and I waa obliged to tell her some- 
thingf" "You were obliged to invent horrible lies, were 
you? " " If I didn't tell her aometlung, Ma'am, she wouldn't 
leave me alone!" "Oh, you wicked girl," burst in Mary! 
"what was / asking you when you tried to set me against 
the place and the Mistress from the first night I entered 
the house?" "If" said Flo, "I only repeated what 
Elizabeth said!" "And the Mistress would be a little 
surprised," said Mary, "if I were to tell her what you 
told me!" "Oh, I will tell her myself," s^d Flo; "if you 
please, Ma'am, Elizabeth said a woman that was her fellow- 
servant in Scotland told her before she came here that 
you were a she-devil! and Elizabeth said that tali chair 
(pointing to a prie Dieu) was for strapping you to when 
you were mad! ! !" It was at this point when the sickness 
came into my stomach, and the pain into my back! "Good 
God" I said when I could speak, "is it possible that you 
who have lived beside me these two months, who have 
never got a cross word from me, who have seen my be- 
haviour to that very Elizabeth, could say the like of 
this?" "If you please Ma'am, it wasn't I that s^d it, 
it was Elizabeth!" "O, you lying bad girl," broke in 
Mary, "I see it all now; that you were set on driving me 
out of the place; and I shouldn't wonder if you did the 
same by Elizabeth."— The same tho't had just flashed on 
myself. It was from the day that Maria left and this 
child came, that Elizabeth began to grow, from a mere 
obedient blockhead, into a sullen, disobliging blockhead, 
seeming rather to take pleasure in poisoning Mr, C. than 
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not! In her case, there wasn't even invention needed. 
The imp had only to do what I was coMtantly warning 
her against, vie: to repeat the strong things Mr. C. said 
of her (Elizabeth's) cookery and self to drive tlie woman 
to fury, and make her the unbearable creature she became. 
Flo seeing herself unmasked, began to cry very hard, 
tepeating again and again, "You will never be able to 
bear me again, I knowl I have been so treadierous! 
You were so kind to me; and T waa fond of yout and I 
have been so very treacherous, ooh— cob— oo-oh." I 
didn't know what on earth to do. I didn't feel justified 
in turning Flo off on the spot; and to keep her was like 
keeping a poisonous viper at large in ttie house. The 
only thing I was clear about was to withdraw my warning 
to Mary, whose behaviour had been sufficiently excused 
by the influences acting on her. Flo's Mother hearing 
of the row, came over to try and shift the blame on Mary. 
I rung the bell and said to Mary, "Mrs. Morrison has 
aceuMitions to make against you, Mar)*; you had better 
bear them yourself, and answer her— as I know nothing 
about it." And then ensued an altercatjon between the 
two women, while I Bat with my feet on the fender and 
my back to them, in which Mrs. Morrison came by the 
worse; having only drawn out s fiiUer statement of Flo'a 
horrid conduct. She went away imploring me to try her 
Flo a little longer; it would be a lesson she would never 
forget, etc., etc. And I said, "She can stay for the present, 
tit) I see what comes of her." But three days after, the 
child herself said, " I can never be happy here after having 
been so treacherous, and I hod better go away." "I am 
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glad you tbink no," I said; "so the sooner you go t%e 
better, — to-day, if you like"; and iu one hour she was 
gone! My paragon little housemaid! Three daj-s after, 
she came over, tears at) dried, looking bard and cold, 
to ask me to "aee a Lady" for her. "What sort of a 
character do you think I can give you?" I asked. "Well," 
said the little child, " I have (olii a few lies and I have been 
treacherous; but that is all you can say agalnat me!" — 
The dreadful child! 

I saw a girl that I thouglit would suit mc, the same 
day Flo left; but she couldn't come for a month, and ber 
Aunt who wished me to wait for her, offered to come and 
help Mary, till the girl waa free. So I have a great, 
joliy, clever, elderly woman in the kitchen, — except for 
the two la^t daye of the week, when she ia engaged elae- 
vhere. This woman is a capital cook; and I almost 
wish the present arrangemeat, tho' an expensive one, 
oould last;— now that I have got used to the big woman, 
who "thoroughly understands her business." But she 
has a Husband and couldn't stay with mc in permanence. 

Now do you wonder I feel ill? . . . 

God bless you both, 

Your ever-affectionate, 

Janb Carltui. 

LETTER 234 

To Mrs. RwaeU, Holm HiU. 

ChoLwa, '3 Hikreh, 1803.' 
Dearest Mary— I shoultl bo gkd to hear you were quite 
done with that cold. , . . 

I went to Ealing the other day, to viwt Mrs. Olipbant, 
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and I sla!d all eight. Even that short iluitftncc from Chel- 
sea did me ever eo much goodl And on the strcnglh of it, 
I went afterwards to a dinner-party at the Rectory; and 
to-morrow I am going to dine out again, at the Forstera', 
to meet Dickens and nobody else. They send their car- 
riage for me, and send me liome at night; so in this cold 
weather, I trust no hann will come of it. 

I was in Swan & Edgar's shop the other day, and a 
nice-looking lad waa serving me with tapes ami things, 
wliose speech, tho' doing its best to be Angtified, Bounded 
homelike. "You are Scotch," I said, without considera- 
tion for the mortified vanity of a youth trying to speak 
fine. "Yes, I am," answered he tartly. "I filiould say 
you come from Dumfriesshire?" T went on with the game 
inquiring inhumanity. "Yes, I do," he answered, with 
an almost startled look. "Dumfriesshire is partly my 
country, too; you arc from the NithsdaJe,— from near 
Thomhill, are you not?" Hie young man stared, quita 
subdued, and answered meekly that "he did come from 
near Thomhill!"— from a place close to Dabton, if I knew 
where that was. " Oh, don't I?" Then I asked him if he 
knew Holm Hill ; and so subdued was he that he answered, 
in the most unadulterated Scotch, "Oh, fine! Dr. Rus- 
mWe — I know it fmel" I told him I had been there for 
three weeks last August; and then left him, thinking me» 
I have no doubt, a very odd womanl Do you know who 
it could be? He said they came there about the time of 
Mr. Crichton's death. . . . 

Good-bye, Darling. Love to the Doctor. 
Your faithful friend, 

Jane Carltle. 
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LETTER 23S 

To Miss Jane Atmtin, The GUI, Annanl 

ChelMK, Fridft^, '20 March, 18S3.'. 

My dear Jane— Thanks for your Letter. I shall be 
gkd to have more and favourable news of the poor wee 
bum. . . . 

We are very thankful in tins house to have got done 
with "the Royal Marriage." Tho' neither Mr. C. nor I 
" went out for to see " any part of the bumness, we couldn't 
get out of the noise and fuss about it 

The most interesting part of the Princess Alexandra to 
me ia not her present splendours, but her previous homely, 
rather poor life, which makes such a curious contrast I Her 
Parents, "Royal" tho' they be, have an income of just 
from seven hundred to a thousand a year! When she was 
visiting our Queen, after the engagement, she always came 
to breakfast in a jacket. "My Dear," said the Queen to 
her one day, "you seem very fond of jackets' How is it 
that you always wear a jacket?" "Well," said little 
Alexandra, "I like them; and then you see a jacket ia so 
economical! You can wear different skirts with it, and I 
have very few gowns,— having to make them all myself! 
My Sisters and I have no Lady's raaid, and have been 
brought up to make all our own clothes. I made my own 
bonnet!" Bless her! 

Mr, C. goes on very contentedly without a horse. Did 
you hear that he sold his beautiful Fritz tor £9? But the 
Apothecary who bought him was to ride him; and better 
he should have him for nothing than that he had been sold, 
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«ev(>r en much, to be lashed into drawing in a waggon; I 
would rather he had been shot tlian tfuil. Meanwhile Mr. 
C. walks, and— rides in omiiibufiL-s! ! and finds the variety 
amusing. He "now meets human beings to opeak to!" 
How long he will be able to enjoy his walking I cannot pre- 
dict. Love to you uU. 

Yours affectionately, 

Janb W. Cabltlb. 



LBTTKR 238 

To Mm Grace Welsh, Edinburgh'. 

ChclMk, Finit dty of Spring, 1863. 
My dear young woman!— I make you my compliments, 
and shall get to have eomc faith in you, as a correspond- 
ent, if this sort of thing goes ont But I wish you could 
have given me a better account of yourself. I huno what 
a wearing misery that neuralgia is. I, too, have had it in 
my he-ad and face till I have been nearly, indeed once alto- 
gether delirimts. My long winter illnesses usually com- 
mence in that way; an intense looihaclu, as it were, all 
thro' my head and face, that leaves mc no moment's ease, 
day or night. . . . What my Doctor recommends ia 
very runiriMng diet, in the most concentrated form. No 
weak broths, or what we used to call "slaisters"; but soup 
Btrongenough to bo called "essence of beef"; juicy mutton 
chops, and that sort of thiiig; and two glasses a day of 
good sherry. I daresay you are, as I used to be, unwilling 
and ashamed to be at such expense with yoursdf. But 
every consideration is to he postponed to the duly of keep- 
ing one's soul in a healthy body, if one can. Do feed your- 
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self up: if milk agrees with you, there is nothing more 
nourifdiing than a tumbler of new milk with a tablespoon- 
ful of rum in it,— twice a day. 

I was meaning to give Elizabeth a lecture about her 
carelessness in feeding herself; with such a bad digestion 
as she has! I am sure if she would take her nourishment 
in a more concentrated shape, she would find a difference! 
I don't believe Mr. C. could have lived thro' this Book if it 
hadn't been for his horse exercise and his almost daily 
breakfaat-cupfu! of clear essence of beef. When I told 
him about Elizabeth's attacks, he said, "did you tell her 
to take Tity strong gravy soup? Write and tell her that / 
can mat«h anybody in the British Dominions for a bad (U- 
gestion; and that I con^der myself to have been kept so 
long alive, by that one article of food." If you would like 
our recipe for making it, tell me. 

And now my Letter has reached a length* very incom- 
patible with a headache. You say no word of Anne. My 
dear love to you all and severally. 

Your affectionate 

Jane W. Caklyle. 

LETTER 237 

To T. Carlyle, Chdsea. 

6 Warrior Square, St. Leonarda, 9 June, 1863. 

All right, Dear! You would see from the Newspaper 

that I had arrived at the far end. Tho' only a journey of 

two hours, it seemed a dreadful long one, from which was 

to be inferred that I am not even up to the mark of "my 

* The first, and longeat part of the Letter is to another Aunt. 
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fraU ordinar" ftt preetnt. Dr. Blakiston was waitii^ For 
me with the carriage, and gave me the frankest welcome. 
I iclt quite at my case with him before I reached his house. 
Bessy wasn't allowed to come, having a headache, but she 
met me on the stcpe at the front door. So well she looks 
m her own house! and a very suitable Mistress of it,— td- 
tho' it is quite what the auctioneers call "a large aristo- 
cratic mansion." The situation is first-rate, close on the 
sea, at right angles to it, in a Square of large handsome 
houses. The be<lrooms are beautiful, and must be very 
quiet as a general rule. . . . 

I have been out in the carriage to^lay totos,— before 
dinner an{l after,— and I have had a doee of popsinc ad- 
ministered to mc by the Doctor, whom I take to be a veiy 
clever Doctor. And Bessy ia always feeding mc with 
dainties,— ealvcs'-foot jelly, etc., as if I were a young Irirdl 
Nothing can exceed titeir kindness. I only fear that I 
cause a good deal of trouble. 

I have not said anything yet about going away, but I 
flhall to-morrow, and tell you when to expect me. Pray 
don't ait up till two, nor take in a rixth cup of tea,— nor 
commit any indiscretions in your management of yourself. 
The thought of your being "left to youreel"' is the only 
drawback to my content. 

Yours ever, 

3. W. 0. 

LETTER 238 

To Mrs. Russell, Holm Hill. 

ChelHa. 9th July, I8B3. 

' Dearest Mary- 1 had been fancying it was your turn to 

TcklL-U 
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write And m, not feeling any qualms of conscience at my 
own silence, but your lietler comes with such an air of 
having nothing to be afihamcd of or to apologise for, that I 
begin to fear I had made a mistake, and was myself the 
indebted Party! At all events, it would seem you had 
not heard from me since I went to St. I^eonards. I staid 
there from Monday till Saturday, and liked my visit much. 
It ifi a beautiful place, and the Blakistons' house is situated 
within a stonecast of the Sea, and U a fine airy, lofty 
bouse, hacdaomely but plainly fumishe<]; and Bessy 
looked very natural, gliding about as Mistress of iti Dr. 
Blakiston is a clever, energetic, kind-hearted man,— very 
vain, rather egotistic, and as excitable and impatiejit as my 
Grandfather Walter! But Bessy imderstands him en- 
tirely; seems to admire his faults as much as his virtues: 
and has the complctcst silken dominion over him! They 
live the quietest life, except for his Practice. She will 
visit nowhere; "does not choose to be patronised." She 
is always occupied about her house and his comforts. His 
Practice is not very laborious (being a Physician) conad- 
ering how lucrative it is. He told me he made about 
£2,000 a-year! 

They were both as kind as kind could be. Bessy would 
DOt be hindered from bringing up my hot water and wait- 
ing on me as a Lady's-maid; and she was never so pleased 
as when we talked of the things that happened when she 
waa my servant. Dr. Blakiston, too, talked of all that so 
frankly that there was do awkwardness in my changed 
position towards her. I seemed to improve every day. 
Dr. B. gave me pfpsin«— which agreed wonderfully well 
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iritti mc; and Bessy was Always "nmirishing" me wiUi 
jellies, champagne, etc., and always making oj me. And 
that divine sea air! AikI I did not fatigue myscK with 
walking, but had lioo dri\'e8 in the carriage every day. 
Never womao had a better chance of getting well! And 
I did come home a diflferent creature from what I went 
ttway. And (he difference lasted two or three days; but 
ODly two or three days, tho' I did continue the pepsine. 
Gradualiy I ceased to eat again, and got sicker and sicker, 
till I had to take to bed and lie there several days unable 
to hold up ray head for nausea! 

Mr. Barnes, whom Mr. C. sent for (Mr. C. never being 
alanned at any form of illness but the incapacity of taking 
one's regular meals), put mustard blisters to my stomach; 
and dieted nic on soda-water "with a little brandy in it"; 
and said " the heat had upset me." I have not been feel- 
ing the heat at alt disagreeable; but, of course. Doctors 
know best! After a week I was abot^ again, after a sort. 
But very thankful should I be to get away from this noisy, 
dusty place for a while; and if I had my choice, independ- 
ent of ail other considerations, it is to Holm Hilt I should 
like to go. But I cannot run away this year again, as I did 
last, and leave Iblr. C. to hts own devices, especially as be is 
likely to take a short holiday himself, after all, provided I 
keep him up to it, and go with him. The Asbburtons are 
at last coming home this day week. Dr. Quaio is going to 
Paris m a few days to superintend the journey, and hopes 
that when be (Lord A.) gets home to the Grange, he will 
make more rapid progress in gaining strength, than be has 
done hitherto. They arc sure to want us at the Grange, 
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and Mr. C. will not recuse him, in his present circumstances. 
Then there was a promisfi, when Mr. C. refused Lord Lo- 
thian's invitation last Summer, that we would go there 
next year,— when the Book was to be done! But Lwd 
Lothian asks us again, and T think Mr. C. will hardly find 
in his heart to refuse. Tliat poor young man is so fond of 
himi and has such a sad life! 

Mies Baring wants me to go to her in Hampshire, on the 
22d, and I could do that, which is a short joumcy, and 
would not require me to be long away. But Mr. C. said 
t<wlay, I had to keep in mind that 1 mighi have to go to 
the Grange, and aftem-ards to BUckting Hall (the Lo- 
thiaos* place in Norfolk). So I must postpone my own 
vmio\aB"mitfhis." 

Kindest regards to the Doctor. Don't be long in 

writing. 

Your ever-loving 

Janb Cabltlb. 



About the beginning of October, 1863, Mrs. Carlyle 
met with a serious street accident (described by Sarlyle 
in the Letters and Memorioln, \\\., I74-IS1), and wrote but 
few Letters during the remainder of the year, and none 
at all, it would seem, during the first three months of 1864. 

In March of this year she was taken to St. Ix-onards, 
whore she was the gucet of Dr. and Mw. BlackJBton till 
April the 28th. On that day she removed to a furnished 
house (117 Marina), and shortly afterwards Carlyle came 
down with his Books and writing materials to be beside 
her. She did not improve in health; and growing tired 
of St. Leonards and the found of the sea, she left for 
London on the 12th of July; staid overnight at Mrs. 
John Foister'e, Palace Gate, Kenangton; thence she set 
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oat nfxt evcninf; (o travel sti night to Srotland, and 
arrived at Mrs. Austin's, the Gill, near Annaa, on the 
morning of her birthday, the 14th of July. She remained 
with her SiBter-in-Iaw till the 23rd of the month, when she 
proceeded to Holm Hill, Thornhill, on the invitation of 
her old friends. Dr. and Mn. Rusu-ll. Here she improved 
slovly but surely; and found here«lf strong enough by 
the 1st of October to return home to Chelsea. 

Not many of her Letters written during this time 
of severe illness, are suitable for publication. She 
herself called them " weak and wretohed " ; and certain- 
ly they arc not pleasant reading, being full of detatb of 
her sufTeringB and the incidents of the .lick-room, brightened 
only here and there by her touches of wit and humour; 
but on the whole they are much less gloomy and despair- 
ing than the Extracts which arc printed in the LetUrn 
and Memorials would lead one to infer. For some reason 
or other, Mr. Froude has clearly done his be»t (or worat) 
to paint her condition, especially at Holm Hill, in the 
darkest colours possible, by picking from different Letters 
the most gloomy and despondent sentences and placing 
them together as an Extract from one Letter, — many of 
these dtations being of necessity under wrong dates. 
At the same time he suprosses nearly all that is cheerful 
and bright. I had prepared several typical instances of 
this proceedure; but I now think it needless to trouble 
any reader with them. 

The followini; half-doxen Letters, one written at St. 
Leonards, the others at Holm Hill, will serve as fur 
specimens of Mrs. Carlylo's correspondence during this 
most trying time. 



LRTBR 239 

To T. CarlyU, Chdsea'. 

117 Hurna, Bt. Uonanla. 29 April, 1844; 

Again u day of comparative comforti The "Lini- 
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ment" aod rubbing (with opium) having the desired 
cGfect. . . . 

I got thro' the night in my strange bed better than I 
had hoped; fell asleep about three! It is a most tidy 
little house, and so clean, and I think quiet! 

Maggie is out with two of the Liverpool Lcishmans, 
who are come over from Brighton on her in\'itation,— I 
knowing nothing [of it] till an bour before they came! 

I fear, as John has had no practice at what they call "a 
Ladies' Doctor," he can suggest nothing either at random 
or on reflcctioQ, to save mc from thia worse than death 
torture; but if tie likes to come for a day and take care of 
you, I shall ^vc him sonic dinner, and be glad to see you 
both. Could you come on Monday? Oh! if I might be 
even as well as this when you come 1 But that is too much 
to hope. 

What quantities of things I have to^tell you,— if I had 
my poor soul freed from the pressure of physical tormenti 

Oh, my Dear, my Dear! shall I ever make fun for you 
again? Or is our life together indeed past and gone? I 
want so much to line,— to be to j-ou more than I have ever 
been; but I fear, I fearl 

As yet, your own affectionate 

Jane Cablylb. 

LETTEK 240 



To T. Carhjle, CheUea: 

Holm Hill. Monday, IS Aug., 18ft4. 

Oh, my Deai^~I have great cause for tliankfulnessi 
and I am thankful! I have no entire night of wakefulocn 
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to reportn. For five nights now I bnvc gouc to alccp about 
two, and slept off luid on till about »x. £t ia not refresbiog 
6t«ep; but any sleep is such a mercy, after wnkcfulneas 
enough to have turned my brain,— U it had been in the 
habit ol tttrning!* . . , 

Another piece of intelligence I have for you, which 
you will regard aa firat-rate,— and so should I too, if 
with tlie gain of weight, there was proportiooate gain of 
strength: when wetghcti huit Friday I waa found to have 
gained a pound and /la// in ten days! 1 ! I am now eight 
stones, tweh-e and a half* Still I cannot walk; but go 
tottering like a Chinese woman; and am ready to sink 
witii fatigue if I have gone some twenty yards on the 
smooth sward. Dr. Russell insists on my "exercising 
my legs/' and I do my best; but no good seems to come 
of iti 

This morning the tittle housemiud, bringing my new 
milk, having asked in a modest whisper, "Ilae ye had 
ony sleep?" and receiving an affirmative answer, looked 
at me with such a bright smile, and said, "I think ye'r 
gaun to get better noo!" Ach! if I hadn't had so many 
disappointments, I should be thinking so tool But my 
Hope is like Ilumpty Dumpty that "sat on a wall," and 
"had a great fall; and all the king's horses and all the 
king's men, couldn't set Humpty Dumpty up ogainl" 

I went with your sovereign to Margaret Hiddlestone 

* "In the habit," etc. A bi)t fdlow, in a pugaacious mood, 
MCaing up to Cnrlvle'a Brother Alick, Hid; "Thou ranna j/ar m« 
trimU Iht day!" ('^ourJui't mtke me tirmbb today.') To whom 
AUek Carlyle r«p)i«d: "I k«iina what's to hinner thc« irae trimliiuc 
tb* d»r mair than onv itbcr day, if thou'a i' the halnl o' trinlingt" 
BIf fellow, wbo hadn't tbou(lii of it in that light, at once depMla 
agaiu (hmliiiy.^T, C. tog. 
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on Saturd&y. She looked very glad, uid her eyes reddened 
when she said, " I canna show him my gratitude, but I 
am grateful!" Then she expatiated on how well you and 
she got on together at Templand* "Ye eee we just 
suited aneaoitherl" "Oh, yes," she concluded, "I thocht 
a power o' Mr. Carlyle! — thocht far mair o' him, Mem, 
than X did o' you when I saw yel !" She is impatient to 
"just get back into my ain hooee and doe for mysel," — 
for aJl so well cared for as she isl The Daughter she lives 
with is married to a cabinet-maker, and they are well to 
do. 

j Oh dear, I must now go and "exercise my legs," 
— the moit disagreeable thing I do all day. 

Yours ever, 

Jans Cxblyls. 

LETTER 241 

To T. Carlyle, CheUea. 

Holm HiU, Fridajr, 10 Aug., 1864. 
Dearest — . . . Something occurred here last evening 
between the hours of 8 and 9, which produced an extrar 
ordinary sensation! Mrs. Russell has not got over it yet! 
My Dear, / laughed!!! "The first time I had laughed 
since I came!" And it was no feeble attempt, but a good, 
loud, hearty laugh! Perhaps you will wonder what could 
have produced an effect so startling? The cause was a 

nothing. Mrs. Russell had been telling of a row Mrs. 

had with her servants. Hearing some disturbance in the 

• When Carljle wm there in tha Spring of 1842, MttUug the 
■ffain of Templ&Bd after Uis. Welsh's death. 
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room where her maids slept, .... "Only tJiink 
what a terrible thlug!"— gald Mrs. Rusapll:— and a great 
big mao!" "My Dear," said Dr. Russell, in hb quiet, 
dry way, "would it have been aoy better if it had been a 
little nuLQ?" I don't know why this ticJiled me so mueb; 
but I laughed; and if I had cried I couldn't have surprised 
tbem more, or so much! 

Along with Forster's Letter to ytm, there is oonie this 
morning a kind little L<!ttcr from Forster to me. Nobody 
else has written to me for long, which makes me feel sonw- 
times as if I were ofHcialty dead. Curious that Geraldioe, 
above all, who mAkes more protestations of undying 
love to me than all my other friends put together, does 
Dot see what a "bad effect" such inconstancy would have 
in s Novell 

I read in Fonstcr's Ecasays the other day a charming 
paragraph about Frederick. After telling the story of 
Frederick's making Zeilhen add a tine to bis Letter to big 
Wife, to the effect that " next day at two o'clock he would 
be dead," Forster remarks: "There are people who have 
called in question the truth of tbia incident; but it accords 
BO well with the cruel, tyrannical disposition of the roan, 
that if it did not actually take place, it might have done 
eo"I! 

There, you have a long Letter to-day, tho' I am rather 
shaky; for you will get no more till Tuesday, 
Your ever affectionate 

Jane W. Carltlb. 



I hope Mary is shaking my furs to keep the moths off. 
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LETTER 243 



To T. Carlyk, CMsea. 

Holm Bill, MondBf, S Sep., 1804. 

Here tre are at the bcginniog ol a new week. God 
grant that it be better than the last. . . . 

I wrote a Note to GeraKUnc on Saturday after post- 
time,— which will go to-day. Why I should have written 
to her whom I have been so dissatisfied with, — at a time 
when more than usually ill and depressed,— needs ex- 
planation, in case she make a fuss about having heard from 
"Jane." She wrote to me, as she had told you, some 
weeks ago a disagreeable Letter,— tKe third Letter she 
had written to me thro' all my illness (every one of tbem 
diaojreeo6/e),— about her parties and her new clothes, 
etc.! I should liave delayed answering, into the vague, 
had not there been enclosed in the Letter to ijw a Note to 
Mrs. Russell full of pas^onate anxiety to have news of me 
(which could luiv« bw^n got any day at Cheyne Row!), 
and imploring Mrs. Russell to write and tell her how I 
was, — quite Geraldinish, the whole thing! Poor Mre. 
Russell, who is very shy and ner\-ous, fell into a panic at 
the idea of having to "write to a learned lady whom ah* 
had never seen." So, in common humanity aiid common 
gratitude, I had to take the answering on mj-sclf and 
promise to write. Every day it was "Oh, Mrs. Carlylel 
have you written to that lady? I am afraid she will think 
me 80 rude." At last on Saturday afternoon, when I was 
ever so ill and miserable, I "wTOte to that lady,"— not 
however telling her much of myself. 
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en the rooms arc done, pray charge the maids not 
to rub on the clean paper with their abominably large 
critu^ines, and not to push back the chairs a{;ainst it, 
as their habit is! . . . 

Yours ever, 

J. W. C. 

LETTER 243 

To T. CarhjU, Chelsea'. 

Holm Hill. Tbund&y, IStb Sep., 18M. 

Dearest-— Our letter-carrier has taken it into hia head 
to come on liour earlier; so I now get your Letter as a 
finish to my breakfast. 

Last night I had a little more steep,— not "l>almy" 
by any means, hut any sort of sUxp is to be considered 
as a mercy now I To-day the rain has c«ne only in brief 
showers, with bright sunshine between. I hear of no 
hami done by the flood yesterday, except the compIetB 
destruction of an embankment the Duke was making a 
httlc below Holm Hill. "It will be a great loas to the 
Duke!" Well, he can stand it!— But I wish alt prosperity 
to the Duke! He seems to be a good owner, wliatever 
other sort of man he may be. I have heard many nice 
tilings of him, not merely in the way of giving, but, for 
example, on old wonmn had an old cottage in a conspicuous 
part of the Park; all the other cottages were new and 
highly oniamental, but this one was not only an eyeaore, 
but interfered with a new approacli the Duke had planned; 
nevertheless as old Aggie Uked better her old cottage 
than any possible new one, the Duke promised her "his 
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own self" and left strict orders, that so long as Aggie 
Brown lived her cottage was not to be meddled with. 
That was kind, and human! The old woman died two or 
three months ago, and the road is making over the ^te 
of her cottage.— The Duchess finding Mai^aret Hiddle- 
stone no longer in her laimdry (fancy a Duchess knowing 
what women washed for her!), enquired of Dr. Russell 
about her illness and circimistances, and sent her a quantity 
of wine, and ordered that she should be cared for thro' 
the Winter. After bearing that, I would have stud in the 
room when "the Duchess" and "the Countess" called 
here the other day; could I have executed a decent court- 
esy; but in the actual state of my legs and back, I preferred 
mftlting an ignominious retreat. 

I am thankful to see the sun once more! If the misery 
would but fall into abeyance again! But I am never quite 
delivered from it now; never since the day I was at Dum- 
fries. Not that, I suppose, going to Dumfries hurt me, 
but it so happened! I can bear all the rest, — my neuralgic 
pEuns, my lameness, etc., with patience; but that seems 
to be connected with the nerves of my brain! I go wild 
under it. To keep up the pretence of rationality is the 
most I am up to. 

I saw in the Dimifries Paper the death of Mrs. Allan 

Cunningham,— modestly recorded, without a word of her 

Husband. 

Ever yours, 

J. W. Carltlb. 

What have you done with Ward's preserved apricots? 
If you have no use for them, I have, when I come. 
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LETTER 244 



■ 



To T. CarlyU, Chelsea. 

Holm HUl, HoDday, 19 Sep:, 1S64. 

There is nothing new to tell, Dear; I contiouc to have 
wretched nights. My nighta bavu never been to be called 
good even when at my best here; . . . Still they do 
not react on my days, as one would expect. Except in 
the special ailtnont, which is indeed the most jmiwrtant 
of all, I hardly geem to sufTcr from them! I have not loet 
flesh; I do not feel weaker, when once up and dresaed. 
Only the irritation is pretty constant; tho' not as sev'cre 
as it used to be, but bad enough to spoil all comfort in the 
present and to keep me in dread of worse, and increase 
my unfitncfB for my long journey before me. After even 
the two hours drive in the carriage, I come tn every day 
uncertain whether I had not better have wanted the air 
and exercise, than have increased my discomfort to such 
a degree. Last night I took a bluc-pill, but it did no good ; 
I lay awake till between four and five after; but neither 
docs it seem to have done any harm. Often when I am 
lying tossing on my bod, the words of poor bewildered 
Mr. Barnes seem spoken in my ear: "You will never get 
rid of it! never! ncTCr!"— But I had better epcak of 
somebody else. . . . 

Now I will (ell you what Mrs. Russell has just said 
of her housemaid's Father, and then conclude. "He is 
a real excellent man, old Gabriel. He is just the man 
among them all (meaning ttte people of his daefian)i He 
has help for all needs. He kills tbelr pigs for them; he 
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pr»yB with tliem m illness; and he sharts their headti^ 
when that's the thing in hand I"— Thanks for the Mutual 
Frierub. Mrs. RussoII will be glad of them.— The Taunton 
Letter was from Mrs. Graham (Agnes Veitch of Hadding- 
ton) who lives now in an old Rectory near Taunton. 

Ever yours, 

J. W. C. 

LETTER 34S 

Saturday, Ifrt October, 1864, a mild clear (not sunny)' 
day, John brought her home to mc iigain to this door, — by 
far the gladdest 8i(;ht I shall ever see here, if gladness were 
the name of any sight now in store for mc. A faint, kind 
Umid smile was on her face, as if afrmd to believe fully; 
but the despair had vanished from her looks altogether, 
and she was brought back to me, my own again as 
before. . . . 

My poor martyred Darling continued to prosper here 
beyond my hopes, — far beyond her own; and in Epite 
of utter weakness (which I never rightly saw), and of 
many bits of troubles, her life to the very end continued 
beautiful and hopeful to both of us, — to me more beautiful 
that I had ever seen it in her best days. Strange and 
precious to took back upon, those last eighteen months, 
as of a second youth {almo,<«t a second childhood with the 
wisdom and graces of old age), which by Heaven's great 
mercy were eouccded her and me. . . . — ^T. 6. 

To Mrs. Atistin', The Gill, Annan. 

CheUea, Sundaj', 'fl October, 18M/ 

Dearest Mary— I should ha™ liked to give you another 
kiss, and my thanks and blewnngs by word of mouth, 
before going away i^atii beyond all reach of personal 
coDUQtmicaUoD. But the additional fatigue erf going 
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round by the Gill, and the additional ftgita(ion of tAking 
a solcnut Xf&yc in circiinuttsnces so precarious, were not 
to be encountered voluntarily. I was terrified enough, 
as it was, for the journey back, tho' the same journey 
down had done me no hami. But notliing ift e%'er so bad 
when it comes to reality, as one's cowardly imagination 
puots it beforehand. 

I arrived quite safe, and the dreaded moment of re- 
entering a house, which I had left in a sort of a hearse, 
with a firm conviction of returning no more, was tumbled 
head over heels by Mr. C. rushing out into the street to 
meet me, in his dressinggon-n, and in violent agitation, 
—John had given him reason to expect us an hour and 
half earlier. He hod been momentarily expecting a 
telegram to say I had died on the road. 

I got a heavenly sleep tho first night af(«r my return: 
nothing like it »nce the first night I slept at the Gill. 
To expect the like of that to continue— out of heaven- 
would have been too presumptuous. Still I have slept 
every night since, rather better than I was doing at Holm 
ffin. An immense mcrcyl if it were only for reconciling 
my imagination to Home, which I had got to shudtler att 
For the rest I have been wonderfully well. Everybody 
k astonished at me, and .so glad and kind,— especially 
the mm. They take me in their arms, most I have se^n, 
and kiss mc, and— burst into tearsi 1 or are struck spcech- 
len. I remarked to Mr. C. that women wore always 
eonadcred to have the tcndcrcst hearts; but George Cooke 
and Lord Houghton had embraced and kissed mc with 
far more onthuetasmi He answered that "there was 
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DoUiing very wonderful in that ; men have been understood 
to have mor« notion than women of kieeiiig timnen ever 
since the world began!" 

I will write soon again and lell you more particularly 
about us. To-day, and all d&ytf at present, I am struggling 
against accuniulatioDs of disorder. 

Yo-s, I should like butter very much.— Love to James; 
I hope bis back never troubles him. 

Yours affectionately, 

Jane CAitLYLE. 

LETTER 248 



To Mrs. RussfU, Hdm HiU, 

ChdMft, '20 Oct., ISM.r 

Dearest Darling— Why don't you write me & little 
word? I don't ask for a long Letter, but just a line or two 
to break the strange silence ffdien between us so suddenly 
thro' the necessities of the case. It still feels strange, 
and sad, (or me when Mary (not your Mary) brings nw 
my warm milk, instead of you, and when, all thro' the 
day, I miss your gentle ministrations. I should be thank- 
ful that I get new milk at all, whomsoever brought byl Mr. 
C. says "it is little abort of a daily recurring miracle!" 
At first they <lid not make haste enough, and the milk 
was pretty cold, and the froth fallen; but now it comes 
frothed up an inch above the tiunbler. Only it has not 
the sweet taste of milk made of grass. For cream, I 
do pretty well. A hamper from Addiscombc (Lady Ash- 
burton's Farm) brings, throe times a week, new-l^d og^, 
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BwMt butter, and ihe tJiickcst cre&m; beadcs Teg«tAbIea 
and applM. . . . 

It is a wondCT I have not been knocked ap by the 
heaps of people who come and make such rejoicing over 
me, as if I were a Queen bee! The social inipnidencoa 
I have gone into, or ratlier been forced into, were wound 
up the other night to a climax. T had been several tjmcfl 
"kissed and cried over" during the day, and I was not 
bound to nt up longer than was good for me, with the 
two Confederate Officers who came by appointment to 
tea. (Mr. C. pours out the teal !) About d I wanted to 
go away; but hadn't moral courage to hobble with my 
stick thro' the room, and raise Ihem all to tb«r feet with 
"fears of intruding," etc. So I sat on from minute to 
minute, hoping they might go away. At ten a carriage 
dashed up, and ent«r Lady Ashburton and Miss Baring, 
who staid till eleven! 1 And then they all went, Mr. C. 
walking out with the Confodcratee. . . . 

Lady AirUe is in Town for a fortnight. Has been here 
for two hours this afternoon, — making me mii^s the post. 
—Dr. Carlylc is on a visit to some stupid rich people. 
It IS to be feared he nil! soon return here.— Kindest love 
to the Doctor, twenty kJaBes to yourself. 

Your cver-loviog 



J. W. C. 



I sent Mr. Hunter the autograph. 



LETTER M7 

To Mrs. RwaeU, Holm HiU. 

'CbeUra, 24 Oct., 19S4.' 

Dearcct— I have a superstition about beginning a week 
VM.n/-» 
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in doing (when capable of doing) something pleasant and 
not "unwholesome, nor expensive nor wrong" as Lady 
Dnfferin declared all pleasant things to be! So I bc^n this 
week in writing to you, tho' I have the prospect of b^ng 
intemipted, very soon, by a TmIot about Mr. C.'s coat 
and trousers, a servant "after the place," and a groom 
with a horse for my inspection! I a suSic^ency and vaiie^ 
of buMnes3"for a wee fellow like mel" . . . 

The weather has been warm and moist— often to the 
length of rain,— to which I impute the loss of my appetite 
(entirely) for some days last week, and a backgoing in 
several ways. In desperation at a ring, which fitted me 
when I left Holm Hill, dropping off my finger, I betook 
mjreelf to the bottle of fliud quinine I had luckily brou^t 
away with me, and have taken it regularly twice a day, 
with good effect on my stomach, I think, and with no 
bad effect on my sleep. Perhaps the air being so much 
more sluggish hero, my brain is more difficult to excite. 
I mean to go on with it; so please ask the Doctor to send 
me the prescription immediately, my bottle will not hold 
out above a couple of days, and I forget the proportion 
of quinine and water. Dr. Blackiston wrote, as if in 
the spirit of prophecy, "should your appetite ttal, don't 
forget to take the pepsine." But I never got any good 
of pepsine and have always got good of quinine, except 
for the effect, real or imaginary, on my sleep. 

I am perfectly astonished at the impunity with which I 
do and suffer tilings that used to ruin me for days at St. 
Leonards. Especially the talking in the evenings. I 
do not encom^ge anybody to come in the evening, but 
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CAnnot always keep people out without seemini; too un- 
grateful. Lady Ashburton Is dtlll in Town, and she has 
come Oiree evenings last week, and last night Woober 
the Sculptor came, jiist retumetl from his marriage tour 
with the graceful lady, who, your Mary said, "looked 
awful modest" (in the photograph). Woolncr waa es- 
pecially trying, for he dropped on his knees beside my 
sofa, and kissed me over and o\'er again, with a most 
stupendous bcardt and a face wet with tears! I had 
seen htm last on New Year's evening, in my bed, dying 
as I thought; I had made Mr. C. bting him that I might bid 
him farewell; and he had then kissed my hand, and gone 
away with a great eob! Forster too, had been kisang 
me in the forenoon ycsterdayl I have oever in all my 
life sustained such an amount of kis»ng in a given time I 

Don't forget the quinine. I have bought you a Com- 
mon Prayer Book, which will be sent when I am a little 
at leisure. Ask Mary to send mc her photograph, and 
I will send her the shilling in stamps, when I have aa 
many.— Dear and grateful love to the Doctor.— Never 
rttum any Letters or pamphleta I send to amuse you 
unless I ask for them back. 

Your loving 

J. W. C. 

LETTER 248 

To Mrs. Russdl, Holm HiU. 

Chcl»ea, Friday, 'Nov.. 18M.* 

Oh, my Darting, I should not he writing to you this 
morning, with so many Letters on my conscience, which it 
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is more my duty, tho' not bo much my pUaswre to writel 
But "life is short," and I feel that truth more poignantly 
th&n ever, since this horrible illness; and I don't fee! to 
have time for always sa«ri&cing my pleasure to my dutyl 
So the others must wait while I talk to you a bit. 

Tlie weather has been, as November weaUier always is 
here, horrible; so wet and fo^y and dispiriting. Never- 
theless, I have not since my return to London, miased my 
drive a single day. It is the great support and comfort of 
my life, that movement thro' the open ^r once a day. 
Then it snablcs me to do my shopping (at the carriage 
window) and to make visits (on the new principle of calling 
out the person visited to sit in the carriage with me!). My 
back continues as weak as ever, making it too much fa- 
tigue for me to go up people's stairs, and that sort of thingl 
When I have nothing particular to do in the streets, I 
know where to drive for a sight of sheep (very dirty ones!) 
and green fields. I ara out from one till about four, gen- 
erally; then I dine, and receive company till six. Occa- 
raonally, not often, some one drops in to tea, but I seldom 
fail to be in bed by eleven,— and still better, I seldom fail to 
get some sleep. I have not been awake a whole night since 
my return! tho' I ara still far from sleeping like a human 
being! I take pills at a great rate, — can't help myself. 
And no matter, so long as the special misery keeps in abey- 
ance. 

I have been feeling myself very ungrateful in not going 
to report myself to Dr. Quain all this time. He was very 
kind and attentive to me last Winter, and couldn't be per- 
suaded ever to take a fee! But now that the torment 
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... is abstod, I "think shame" to see him, after 
all the dreadful questions and answers that passed be- 
tween usi 

Hy new "cook and housekeeper"* promises well. If I 
had not had another such perfect and polite servant in the 
'Old Ann," who was with me six years, I should live in con- 
stant expectation of discovering some serious Saw in her] 
For iMa womaD's characteristic is jjiausibility, and I have 
a dread of plausible people! But probably, as in "Old 
Ann," there will be nothing to discover worse than a large 
amount of selfiahness and an exa^erated idea of per- 
quisites. The new "housemaid and lady'e-maid" is to 
come on Tuesday. As Mrs. Warren (the cook) said, 
" however she turns out, we can't well be worse off than we 
are at present." . . . 

Mrs. Anstruther and Daughter were here yesterday, — 
sweet as melted barley-sugar! Lady A. has been in Town 
again, keeping me out of bed till near twelve! bless her! 
People begin to come back, and I have more company 
than I need. 

The little box? Yes! it has a history. It was a white 
deal box containing some presents sent me by Goethe, 
when we were at Craigenputtock. By way of illustrating 
it, I painted it black, and ornamented it with clippings of 
chintz II I sent it to you because I thought you would 
give it a place in yom* bedroom; and here, if I died, it 
would have no value for man, woman or child! . . . 

God bless you botii, my Dear. 

Jane W. Gakltlb. 

• Hn. WUTOL 
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LETTER 249 

To Miaa Anne Wdshi Edinburgh^ 

Chelsea, Wedoeadftjr, 30 Nov., I8Q4. 

Ob, thank you, DeaxI I am really grateful for 

this!* . . . 

I have been very much occupied of late weeks, with 
changes m the house, etc., etc. My days are eo short to 
be^ withi As I am still too weak for getting up before 
breakfast, it is near eleven always before I get into the 
drawing-room; at half after twelve I go out for my drive, 
whatever weather it is, and am generally out for tiiree 
hours; at four I dine; and receive visits till six. Then in 
the evenings, I am too much wearied to do anything but a 
little desultory reading. When I try writing Letters in 
the evening, it never falls to give me a restless night; 
and now, Mr. C. won't suffer me to take pen in hand. 

Still it is not an unhappy life. The comparative free- 
dom from physical suffering seems, after the long tortures 
I endured, positive enjoyment. And the pleasure I have 
in my friends is so enhanced by grateful remembrance of 
the kindness shown me thro' the long period of my ill- 
ness! . . . 

I have got a respectable widow of fifty for cook and 
housekeeper, who has already done more for improving my 
appetite than all the quinine and pepsine that have been 
tried on me. There is never a speck of dust about this 
woman; and her manners are the perfection of courtliness! 
And so far as I have seen, things go on at less expense 

*A photograph of herself (Miu Anne Welah). 
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than fonnerly. If slic only goes on as she has begun, I 
Bball say I ha%-e lighted on " a treasupe,"— at last! 

The young person (eight^and-tweaty) who csmc yc8- 
terdfly for housemaid anJ lady's-maid also prMnisea ex- 
cellently. Shp comes of an excellent family, and I hairc 
great faith in breed. She "thoroughly understands her 
business" — one can see that the first day; and she is very 
modest and intelligent and, I should say from her face, is 
not only honest but honourable. So I foci myscU set up in 
quite a magnificent style; housekeeper and ladyVmaid, 
and coachman coming every morning "for ordersi" I 
feel the comfort of all thia better jum than if it tuul come 
to me when I was young and strong. As dear Betty says, 
"We hac raouy mercies; may we be thankful!" 

I find I ha\'e written on a sheet destined for Madame 
Elisc, my beloved Dressmaker! Never mind! 

Hy best love to Elisabeth and Orace. Couldn't you 
persuade Elizabeth to send me her photograph? The sit- 
ting one, OD metal, U so ghastly! God bless you. 

Your loving Niece, 

Jake Cabltlb. 

LETTER 2M 

To Mrs. RusseU, Holm HiU. 

ChdMn, Tui-Bdny. Nov'r (T), 1984. 
I had it in mind, Dearest, to write you a nice long Letter 
to-day, but the fates willed that I should get up this morn- 
ing late ami stupid, having had a worse night than iisual. 
No wonder! considering the way I was used. I went ye^ 
terday to Imve a dress fitted on at Eltse's; my black silk 
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tumc which you liked so much, and which I have worn 
every day and all day since I left youl having taiily gone to 
totters,— ^ad no shame to it. I was before the time of day 
for the fashionable ladies, so Elise was disengaged and 
came to the fitting-room herself, to superintend the process, 
which I don't believe she would have done for any Duchess 
in the Land. And she would not let me have the tMng 
done anyhow, as I wanted, Baying to her French Dress- 
maker: "Because Madame uriU Ttot wear a crmoline and 
will not be tied up, that is no reason why she should have 
no waist and no stylel" And so she fingered away at me 
herself, while I stood for half an hour I Then she brought 
me a glass of wine, "to put away yom- fatigues!" but it 
didn't!— I went after to see Lady William Kussetl, who 
happened to be better up to talking than usual, poor soul I 
and I didn't get away from her till within half an hour of 
my dinner time (four o'clock). Mrs. Warren (the new 
cook) never keeps me w^tiiig; but my dinner was not 
well over till Mr. Twisleton came, who staid till near 
seven; and between seven and eight, a Mr. Ballantyne 
came on the voluntary principle, and shortly after, Colonel 
Cunningham and Miss Cunningham (Allan's Family) by 
appointment to tea. And just, I think, because I was so 
feverishly tired, I thought fit to make tea myself, — the 
first time these fifteen months! It was half after t«n when 
they went away, and Mr. C.'s walk was not ended till 
near twelve. Of course, I couldn't sleep; and when I did, 
couldn't keep hold of sleep for many minutes together; 
and awoke finally for good, at five. And such long, dark 
mornings these are! 
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So I will put off the "nioft long I-etter" till another 
more auspicious day, and just t«ll you how it is with mc. 

On the whole, I don't thiak I have lost grxiund. My 
cold is gone, — a little tendency to cough and rou^mess of 
the tlutiat, but nothing to speak of. My appetite has im- 
proved 8ince I had the new cook, vho makes everything 
look nice, however it may tafite; and who regulates my 
dinners according to "her own un'ect will." Nothing so 
eooQ destroys all iaclination for food in me, as having to 
order it beforehand. So, reflecting that I was eating bet- 
ter, I thought I might probably be gaining Heeh again, and 
yesterday summoned up resolution to go and be weighed,— 
at the green grocer's— swung up in the air like a basket of 
potatoes! It wasn't half such pleasant weighing as An- 
drew's; DOT was the result so pleasant. I had lust two 
pounds and a half tdnce I was weighed last;— not much, 
and the weight remaining, 8 stones, 9 lbs,, is fair enough 
for a woman of my inches. Still I sliould ha\'e liked to 
keep the "S stones, eleven and a half." When I came 
home after, I solemnly announced to Mrs. Warren that 
she would have to fatten me to the extent of two pounds 
and a half. Whereupon she went and baked some swoct 
unwholesome biscuits which gave me the heartburn. . . . 

I am not at all nen-ous, and I ccrt^ly sleep better 
than I did while I was with you,— when 1 commit no in- 
discretions like last night's. . . . The aciital suffering, 
if cleared of the aggravations of the Imagination, would 
be nothing to make a fuss about. Many people,— the 
greater number, I beUcve,— have to suffer as much in some 
form or other! I daresay the cxceptionahieEa of the form 
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in my case, has had a great deal to do with the unbearable* 
n^s. 

... My ever grateful love to the Doctor. Dear, 
dearl I wish he and you were not so far away! 

Your loving friend, 

J. Cabltui. 

Kind remembrance to Mary and Lady Macbeth.* 
LETTER 251 

To Mrs. Aitstin, The GUI, Annan. 

Cbelaea, '21 December, 1864.! 

Dearest Mary — . . . The butter comes exactly 
at the right moment, just when Lady Ashburton's Fanner 
at Addiscombe had written that "the hamper" would 
henceforth be sent only once a week instead of three times, 
"as he had to send hampers also to her Ladyship in Devon- 
shire." The impossibility is curious when you consider 
that in each hamper there is just two eggs, about a gill of 
cream, and, twice a week, a pound of butter! It is a 
compensation for those who have no toy-farmers and 
gardeners, to see how a great Lady is imposed upon at all 
hands! My grey horse that Lady A.'s coachman gave an 
"enormous price" for (sixty or seventy guineas!), and 
which Lady A. absolutely forced on my acceptance, turns 
out too soft for even my gentle uses; the first day of the 
frost I had it sharpened and sent out in the carriage as 
usual (I have not been one day without a drive since my 
return), and one of the creature's hind legs got sprained 
* Mrs. Russell's servants. 
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somehow, and it has been laid up in its stable, witli a far- 
rier attcudiog it ever since. — 1 have to hire a horse in the 
meantime! The groom says that every time my horee 
doea a little more than usual she "goes off her food." I 
Bhall never have any comfort in driving her again, even tf 
ehe gets over this accident. And the best thing to do will 
be to 8cU bcr, and job a horse. 

Mr. C. does not look to me as if he were going to keep 
his word and "get done about Neiivj-ear's day." If he get 
done in February, I shall be thankful. I am not now so 
impatient for getting to Devonshire to Lady A.'b as I was 
before I knew that her house there only began to be built 
last June! She aiTirms it is <|uttc dry, neverthelessi but 
she bad only been there for two days when she said so. As 
she is troubled with rheumatism herself at pre-sent, she 
will not be able to live in it, any more than I should be, 
unless it is free from damp. We shall see. 

In the meantime I Imvc reason to thank God for the 
oomparative ease I still enjoy, — in spite of the severe 
cltBiiges of weather. My sppetjte is improved again nnce 
I had tbc new cook, who sends up everything so tidy and 
pretty! ^e seems a very nice servant indeed, and not at 
all extravagant. I pay her a little more wages than I 
was in the habit of giving; but that is not tlic dUTeronce at 
the year's end. The weekly hills are diminished rather 
than increased uncc she came, tho' we live much better: — 
have all sorts of cakes and "dainties" which no former 
cook (unless Grace MacDonald)* was up to. And she is a 
most pleasant sen'ant, always so polite and obliging, with 

* Serruit at Comky Baoli uid Crugcsputtock for k tlioe. 
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an «qiiabl«n«e of temper rare st fifty, and veiy sootiiing 
(or the rest of us, — who are anytJiing but equable! 

The new houeemaid* is also a good servant; intenaely 
"respectable," and "understands her business"; but she 
is nothing like so pleasant. . . . 

I waa weighed the other day, and found that I had lost 
two pounds and a half since I vaa last weighed at Dr. 
Rusaell's. Considering my loss of appetite from cold and 
frotQ worry, it was less than might have been expected. 
I am certainly slecpiug better; not to be called well yet; 
but better than I had done «nee before my illness. . . 
Oh, mercy, what a different Rtatc of things from last year 
at Christmaal Cod I ever be thankful enough! 

God bless you, Dear, and all your belongings! Many 
thaaks for all these things and all your true affection. 

Yours ever f^thfully, 

Janb W. Caeltle. 

I can't walk any better yet, but I feel rather less fa- 
tigued by the effort of walking. 




LETTER 253 

To Mn. Russell, Holm HiU. 

Chelae&, Thursday, 'D«c«tnbcr, ISM.' 
If it weren't, Dear, that the delay might make you 
anxious about the basket, I would not write this morning, 
having no time to make a decently long Letter. But you 
vill kindly accept a brief acknowledgement in the mean- 
time; and the nice long Letter will follow. 
•Fumy, 
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T wish you had seen the seneation the Casket produced; 
for we couldn't conceive what it contained, or wh«r© it 
came from! "Glasgow?" Mr. C. laid. "But who on 
earth," I asked, " is there in Glasgow to gend ua anytliing?'' 
"Yolir Coutnn Jeannie, perhape?" "Bahl my Cousin 
Jeannie never sent roe anythkig in her hfe!" "Well, let 
us get into the inside of it," said Mr. C., standing with bis 
long pipe in his mouth, offering no assialsnce. Fanny, 
having placed the package in the middle of the Drawing- 
room floor, had disappeared. At last by my unaided 
efforts I had extractwJ the Basket from its brown paper. 
"Pooh!" said Mr. C, "it is more game!" (Mr. C. doesn't 
eat most sorts of game, and had been aggravated by the 
quantity sent lately). " D'ye know, I have a sort of notion 
it is Ssl)," said I rather mournfully, not seeing my way 
thro' a basketful of fish! "I am afnud it is," sud be— 
"just fish; and I wish you joy of it!" Then Fanny came 
back and helped me to open the Basket. "Eggs!" said 
Fanny, solemnly, as If she had been solving the Problem 
of the Universe. "Oh, hang it!" said Mr. C, "all broken 
again, of course." (Mr. C.'a temper had been much tried 
latterly by boxfuls of eggs from botb the Gill and Dum- 
fries, arriving all in a state of muKh! and he had written to 
forbid more ^gs.) " Those socm to be all whole, howovor," 
said I; "who can have sent them?" "A person, whoever 
it be," said Mr. C. blandly, " who knows something about 
the art of packing!" "Look here," said Fanny groping 
among the e^gs, " if that ain't a Turkey!" Still, with the 
fixed idea of Glasgow put into my head, I novxr thought of 
'BoJm Hill! not till we Arrived at the whisky. Then a 
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light flmfhed on my soiill "Oh, it is Mrs. RusspU!" I cried, 
'' where is the Address? don't you know the hflndwriting?" 
Mr. C. picked tip the a<ldn?38 and said, " To be sure, that is 
Dr. RuEBeH's writing!" You can't think what a good the 
little excitement did us! But I couldn't help a little shud- 
der, on contemplating the dead body of one of those Tur- 
keys that I had seen grow up from babyhooill slain for me, 
poor bird! The whisky came exactly at the right moment; 
for OTily the night before, I had swallowed the last drop ui 
the bottle I brought home with me! and was thinking I 
should have to put up with the Irish L.L. whisky, the only 
sort procurable here. 

There wasn't a angle egg broken,— on« cracked, that 
was all. A thousand thanks! And I am so glad the 
package did not come from Glasgow, as Mr. C. said; it 
makes all the difference wkom a present comes from! 

I have been sleeping very badly for the last ten days, 
without any assignable reason: but last night was better; 
so 1 hope the spell is broken. I have a great many things 
to do before going out for my drive; so mmt stop. 
Ever yours affectionately, 

Jane Carltlb. 



LETTER 253 

To Mrs. Russdl, Holm HiUl 

ChcUoo, 28 February. 1865. 
Darling— ... I suppose I am bilious just now; 
I feel 80 bad at writing; so bad at doing anything. I would 
like to lie all day on the sofa, rending Kovelsl the " last 
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raj) refug* of the noble mind!" I will take a blue-pill to- 
night. 

I had a visit the other day that gave mc tltc knife in my 
back! Dr. Quain! It was very good-natured in him to 
cKKne 80 far to see mc, conadcring that I had never an- 
nounced ray return and my recovery to him. Not that I 
did not feel grateful for his kindness last Winter; but I 
remembered how wildly I used to talk to him, imploring 
him to give me poison, etc., etc., and all the horrid quca- 
tioDs he hud to askl And I could not look him in the face, 
now that ] found myself in my normal state of mind! He 
waa very good and put me at my ease at once, and scolded 
me for not sending for him in my last inflammatory attack. 
How cmild I, when he would never accept a fee from me? 
I have each a pretty story to tell you about a Baby left at 
Dr. Quain 's door, and a great many stories laid by in ray 
mind to amuse you with when you come here. 

For the present I must get ready for my drive. Love 
to the Doctor. . . . 

Affectionately yours, 

Jane Caaltub. 



LETTER 3H 

To Mn. Braid, Green End, Edinburgh*. 

8«*forth hoife, SmIod, D«ronjh!r«, 
13 Hvch, tSM. 

My own darling Betty— Thanks from the bottom of 
my heart for your Letter, which was all the more pleasure 
to me that I was not expecting such an effort from you, 
I know how difficult it is to concentrate one's thoughts 
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and put them into written sentences when one is full of 
sorrow or pain! To do it at all one must hold very dear 
the person one writes to I And you and I hold one another 
very dear by that and by other tokens. When my bodily 
torments were nearly greater than I could bear, and I 
had dropt all correspondence in the outer world, I recollect 
writing a few lines to you; and now, you write to mt 
when bowed down with sorrow as I was with pain. 

Dear Thomas Erskine wrote me a kind Letter about 
you after he had seen you. He told me the manner of 
George's* end. In my life I never heard anything so 
sad! And yet how mercifull 

... I was not thinking of a journey to Scotland 
this Summer, until I had the news of your loss. Now, 
I should like to go, that you might see the chUd renuuning 
to you, which would be a comfort to you, would it not? 
If I were not still in such weak health that I can stand 
no knocking about, I should decide to go. For Mr. Carlyle, 
who has lately finished the great Book, in six big volumes, 
which has kept him busy for ten years, is going to Scotland 
in a httle while, and to pay several visits up and down; 
so that I should not be needed at home. And it would 
be too much fatigue going from place to place along 
with him; besides that, among his own people there is 
not accommodation for us both at one time, as we are both 
bad sleepers and need a room a-piece! So, if I had but 
strength for it, there would be nothing to hinder me from 
going back to Thomhill, and on for a few days to Edin- 
bui^h. To Thomhill is not a difficult journey; and ttwre 

* Mn. Braid's son.' 
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b eucb beautiful ivst at the cod of it! And I should Gnd 
just the same irelcotne this year as if I had not staid near 
three mmthx there last j-earl But the journey from 
Thomhill to Edinburgh is more complicjitcd and bothering; 
and I don't feci at home with my Aunts aa I do with 
the Russells. I need a great many tender attentions 
now, which I could perfectly dispoogc witli when I was 
stronger. and it ia not in my Aunts to be lender towards 
anybody I However we ohall aee ! Perhaps as the weather 
gets warmer I may be legs of an in\-atid. Meanwhile 
I have written to Mrs. Russell to beg her to come to mc, 
— and the Doctor too if possible, — in London, when Mr. 
C. goes north and leaves house-room for tbcm. After 
showing them I^ndon, I would perhaps return with 
tbem, I said, as an inducement to their coming! 

At present we are on a visit to Lady Ashburton in 
Devonshire; so your I^etter did not reach me till yesterday, 
as we left London on Wednesday, forgetting to leave 
the address with the postman. I had been much plagued 
with a constant nausea for some lime, and was glad to 
get a change of air and scene, which the Docton; say is 
the only remedy for ncn'ous illness; and certainly tliat 
is my own experience. 

I am just as much at home with Lady Ashburton 
as with Mrs. Russell: (hey are tbc two kindest hostesses 
on earth. So I doubt not but I shall improve here, so 
800D as my sleep gets settled, which is always driven away 
by a new bed. 

The house is within a hundred yards of a high cliff 
overhanging the sea; so we ba^-e fresh air enoughl The 
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Country all round is extremely beautiful, and nev to 
Chiefly I am delighted to see dear, running waters, like 
what we have in Scotland; also the wee lambs, quite 
white, are a treat to see after the Kooty sheep near Londoal 

We shall 8tay here some two or three weeks. 

Mr. Carlyle was for me not continuing to send Punch, 
as the sight of it might make you sorry. But I thought 
your Husband might care to look at il; and at all rates 
that you took the address in my handwritjng as an assur- 
ance of my welfare. 

God bless and comfort you, Dear I 
Affectionately yours, 

Jane Welsb Carltlb. 

LETTER 25S 

To Mrs. OliptiarU: 

Bekforth Lodge, '20 Much, 1B6S.; 

I give you now, Dear, the only piece of news 1 have 
bad to give since I went away, viz., that we are coming 
home on Satxmlay. It is very pej\'erse of Mr. C. to be 
in such haste, seeing that we arc only now beginning 
to feel the benefit of the change, and that we are not 
wished to go. Indeed a more cordial, more generous 
Hostess than Lady A. doe^ not I believe exist on tbia 
Planet! Every time I see her I like her better than last 
time; and xhe seems more kind to me, tbo' that bad 
eeemed impossible. 

But I wiU tell you all about everything by word of 
mouth— which is much eaaer than with pen and ink. 
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Writing; oontinun a horrid boM to me; and if Letters 

from me hAve "been flying about," I can only say they 

have flown very wide apart, and with very drooping 

wings! 

Oh, what a place this is for lovers of the Rctureequel 

Such a ecal Such clifTsI the one bo blue, the other so 

white) My hcAd was quite turned at first, with all this 

"beautiful nature"; and I had a "moment of enthusiasm" 

in which I was near persuading Mr. C. to buy a Devonshire 

Craigenputtock, to be sold extraordinarily cheap I Pine 

trees and wild heaths, and black bog! a htmdred acres 

trf it; and in the midst, a charming house built in the 

style of a convent! The speculation was wrecked by 

my answering to Mr, C.'s fear I should "die of the eolitude, 

in six months," "Oh, no! fori will koepconstaut company." 

GcoTgnll.'s" Non! J'auraidesmaUresses!"* couldn't have 

given a greater shock!— My chief, indeed only discontents, 

have been from my Lady's Maid, who has put me in a 

rage at least once every day. 

Affectionately yours, 

Jake Cabltlk. 



LETTER 259 

To T. Carlyle, The GUI, Annan'. 

Ch«U«a. '26 Hftj-. 1S65.' 

Dearest— I am so sorry! Especially if my Letter, 
posted on Wednesday night, did not reach you last night, 
—not till this morning. But after all, my delay in writing 
was not so incompreheniuble as it represents Itself in 

* Sm CAf1y1«'n Friedriek, Uk. X, eb&p. ir. 
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your mmd. Time moves at a strangely different rate' 
for the person gone away, and the one staying at home! 
It vas on Monday you left: and on Wednesday (the next 
day hut one) you arc already mitoniahed at my sitencel 



Affectionately yours, 



J. W. Cablylb. 



LETTER 257 

To T. Cariyk, The QiU, Annan: 

The Elms, Streatbftm htxtt. Upper Tooting 
8 June, 186S. 

Dearest— I wonder that wo are not brought up to use 
our two hands equally, the sajnc as our two eyca and two 
ears: there ia no natural impossibility, and "it would be 
a great advantage"; anyhow I must learn to write with 
my left band legibly at least, the right having entirely 
Btruck work. For it is Dot now a question of p^ merely, 
but of utter powerlessness aa well. I foresaw that it 
would come to tliat, so I am not shocked a^ you may 
fancy. I daresay a quarter of an hour's practice two 
or three times a day for a week or so will deliver mc 
from the absurd necessity of having to call in the as> 
ustancc of the neighbourhood to communicate my bits 
of news to you; not to say that dictation is only a degree 
leps awkward than left-handed penmanship, having 
□ever tried it before in my Ufe. 

You perceive tbat I am still here, and you will infer 
from (hat that I find it good to be here; but, as it is Mrs. 
Macmillan who is writing for mc, it would be too barefaced 
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' give any glowing description of either the pleasantness 
of the place or Llie kindness of the people, I Bhall only 
say, what you wilt be glad to hear, that I am getting in- 
to the way of sleeping for snatches, after three o'clock, 
which I attribute, under Providence, to a wijieglassful 
of eescDcc of beef, which is placed by my bedude 
every night, and which I take when I awake at three 
with the feeling of doing it for good. It is simply the 
juice of beef without any water at all. As for the pain, 
I am sorry I cannot compliment myself on its being in 
the least better; it has been and continues more severe 
than I ever had it before. It wears me to 6ddte- 
strings, and takes all "good joy" out of my life; but it 
docs not take the life it«clf out of me as the old nervous 
misery did. I always said, better any amount of acut« 
pain than tkat; and I say so still, now when the acute 
pain is here. 

I am going homo in an hour or two to look after my 
workmen. They go on better when expecting me to 
drop down upon them at any hour. My further plaiu 
it may be interesting not to state, except this much, 
that I leave here on Monday; but you need be under no 
apprehenaoD about the paint, as Mrs. Blunt has given 
me a bed-room at the Rectory. Indeed everybody is so 
kind to me that so far as human kindness can avail, you 
may alwa>'8 feel assured that I am all rif^t, — falling on 
my foet like any cat. ... "I add no more but 
reauun 

Your obedient, bumble servant! I " 

Jane Cabltlr. 
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LETTER 258 



To Mrs. Warren, Chelsea'. 

Holm BiU, TbomtuU, 29 June, 186^ 

My dear Mrs. Warreo— It is a forUiight to-day since 
I left home, and time that I should send another word of 
news. At least I hope that you are thinking so; (or, if 
such a kind, motherly woman as you did not feci any 
concern about how I waa getting on, with this wretched 
arm, I should say it must have bcca somehow my own 
fault and did not tell to my advantage. 

You will xee before reading a word that my right arm ' 
continues to be of no use to me! If only that were all, 
I could manage to get on pretty well with the left, — 
as I am hero giving you a proof.* But the pain continues 
almost unbearable, and keeps me awake, tumbling about 
like a wild thing, night after night, thro' one weeuy 
week after another; so that it is a perpetual miracfo 
to myself that I am able to get up in the morning and ■ 
keep on foot, like other people, thro' the day. I bava' 
been much worse since I came here, than I was at Hr. 
Macniillan's. And I long to be home again, where, when 
ill, one has always the consolation of perfect liberty to 
be as ugly and stupid and disagreeable as ever one likes! 

If it were not for shame of seeming not to know my 
own mind, and for the terror of the long journey, I would 
atart off home ot once! But I must at least for decency's 
sake make out the month I spoke of at starting. 

I hope you are quite rid of the paiutcra and of the 

• tin. CuljrU la writing with thi Uft iMad. 
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Bmfill too. Be mire to keepall the wimlows open, thut tbfi 
bouse may be twcct when Mr. Carlyle returns. . . . 

If you have no more pressing work it would* be a 
useful thing to hvt looking thro' all the sheets and mending 
tbem; and thorc might not be soon so good on opportunity. 
Please inquire for Mr, Royston, and tell me how he 19 
when yoii write. The settlement of the hamper was very 
judicious; but in caa' of any such cmorgcDoe again, just 
take coimsel with yoursetj: I have considerable faith iu 
your practical judgement but little or none in Miss Jews- 
bury's. Her talent is of quite another sort than practical. 
]f the Bookcases are not quite finished, pray make Mr. 
Fteure get on, that tht-rf muy be no traces of new paint. 

I will write again in a week; bub mind that you seod 
mo a few liuos in the meantime. 

Yours kindly, 

Janb Cabltle. 



LETTER 259 

To Mr3. Braid, Green End, Edinburgh. 

Nith Bank, TbomliUl, IS July, 1865. 
My dearest Betty — It has been often in my mind that 
you would think mc growing neglectful, m long it is since 
I wrote to you any Ixdterl But there was needed the 
prompting of your own dear I^etter, forwarded back from 
London this morning, to stir me up to undertake the 
fatigue which writing Is for me at present, and has been 
for more than two montlis back. You must know that 

* From thU poiot on to th« signftture, tbc L«(l«r lun beta 
4icUt«d. 
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eveiythiof; I do, even to putting the food into my mouth, 
has to be done with my UJl bund, which I waa not ever 
before in the habit of ufdng at ail; and which protests 
against the imwonted demands on it, by taking the cramp 
every now uad then; so that icriiing b resUy only to be 
attempted in cases of necessity! For my right hand 
and arm are entirely disabled by neural^a! And besides 
having no earthly use of them, the pain,— just like a bad 
toothache in my arm and hand, — tutidcrs me from sleeping 
and eating. So my London Doctor, being unable to 
give me relief, ordered me off to Scotland again, as that 
had done me bo much good hist year. 

So I came to Mrs. Russell's at Hohn Hill, where I 
am always welcomed Uke an own child, just a month ago. 
A fortoight of the time I have been with Mrs. Ewart 
of Nith Bank. But I go back to Holm Hill to-morrow 
for another week; and then back to London t— without 
seeing you, my Darling!— I did not send you word wheu 
I hrst came, for I wa^ hoping my wretched arm might 
really derive some benefit from the change of air, and 
if it permitted me any pleasure in life, I had it tn my 
heart to proceed to Kdinburgh just to see you. As tor 
my Aunts, their invitations, if they pve any, are so Uttle 
cordial that I needn't put myself to any expense or trouble 
for the sake of seeing tlietn! My idea was to ask you to 
find a lodging for me and my maid, for a day or two, 
and then take the train for London. But this beautiful 
little scheme has Iwen knocked on the head by the fact 
that my ami continues as bad as ever, making me shrink 
from all journeyings and changings that can be avoided. 
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and only anxious to get hack to my own quiet bed at 
Chelsea. 

It i« such a dreadful pity that the journoy from Edin- 
burgh to Thomhill is so indirect and interrupted. I 
should Ijc only too happy to pay your expenses here to 
sec me, if it weren't that I know the journey would be 
both too fatiguinf; and too confurung for you! We are 
none of us so young as wc luive been, Dearl 

On the 24lh then, I start for Ix>ndon; and will write 

or make somebody write, on my arrival. 

Your loving 

Jake W. Carltlb. 



LETTER 2W 

To T. CarlyU, The Gill, Armani 

Holm Hill, Saturday, 22 July, 1S05. 

I am afraid, Dear, I "have made a mull of iti" I 
should have let you come hens to-day! For there can 
be no peaceable meeting at Dumfries. I decided against 
Alderley; and must take two tickets for London, here, 
not to lose time or create bother with the luggage. So 
you will just have to jump in at Dumfries and go a few 
milea with nie. 

I told you I must leave the decision about Alderley 
till next day. Night would bring counsel. Yesl but 
ODC knows what dark premises Deliberation starts from, 
ami what pusillanimous concliution it arrives at, when 
Night brings no sleep! And (bat night I lay wholly and 
absolutely awake. ... All these objections assumed 
gigantic proportions over night; and the appointment of 
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"two Dtghte" as the utmost possible limit of t\w hospitality 
offered me, chilled my ardour for availing myacir of itt 
Not that 1 had ever any int«ntion of.orwish for, staying 
longer; but I disliked not Imvitig the credit allowed me 
of mense enough to sec when I was inooaveniont without 
needing to be told. And so I wrote yesterday, with 
many thanks, ttiat I cuuld not think of plumping into 
the uiidst of the approaching event.* I took care to 
word my Letter kindly and gratefully. . . , 

On Monday, then, by the eleven o'clock train^^o the 
platform I 

Yours ever, 

Janb. 

LETTER 261 

To T. Carlyle, The GUI, Annan. 

Chelseu, TueMdar, 2R July, 1965. 
Dearpst— All right, that its, all as I expected! When I 
cboec to travel by day, I knew I should have no sleep afterl 
I sat up reading till three; it was no use I felt to lie down; 
then I went to bed and lay awake, without kicking about 
much, till morning. At se^'en I rang for my breakfast, 
and ate some; and got up at nine, and have boon putting 
my things in the drawers with the efHcieut help of Jcssicf 
I don't suppose tlic night without sleep in my own bed can 
do me 80 much harm as that on the railway on ttte road 
down [would liave done]. But in the nioantirae I am very 
unfit for writing. I do hope Dr. Rassell may prove mia- 

•Au expecti'd "uddition to thfi fnmily." 
tJmic UiddlvBloue, wliuui Mra. Curlyle lituJ eugogtHl for li«r 
tiouMmaid. 
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takrn about my right hand ha%nng gone to the dog? Jar 
good. The loss of it binders me at every turn! And I 
haven't even the consolation of having lost it In the service 
of my Country! 

At Carlisle wc waited three-quarters of an hour; and 
Jessie was tokt her third-class tieket was "no go," — there 
being no third-class from Carlisle to London by lliat train. 
So she was transferred into a sccond-cIajiB carriage next 
me, and I had to pay 15«. 6f/. difTerence! I perceived on 
the platform at Lancaster, a man In grey, pacing aa if his 
foot was on his native pavement, and took bim for the 
Station-Qiaster, — tho' looking upwards as tho' meditating 
on " the Good, the Beautiful and the True." He looked 

atmcouco or twice, then stopt and— it was Mr. S. 

(is that the name?) He was ver>- civil with offers of rasp- 
berry tart and gooeeberrics " pulled that morning by his 
Wife, in hb own garden!" He is so awfully interesting to 
himsdl, that niaii! Mr. Sylvester is to be here with Bellona 
at 1 o'clock. I hope to be steadier next time. 

Yours aflfectionatfly, 

Jane Cahltle. 

LETTER 262 

To A/rs. Rmaell, Hoim HUl. 

aidwn, '3« July. 18«S.' 

Oh, my Dear, my Dear— I wish I liad tho use of that 
hand again! For when I try to write or do anything with 
the left teiUMntt great plenty of kimire, it shakes and 
threatens to strike work! 

I abeolutely amltin't write yesterday; and to make 
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Jeceifi write would have made you think me either moraij 
unwell or more disagreeable than I was! The first night 
after my long journey, I lay wholly awake as I was sure to 
do, except when I travel by night and allow myseU tweh-e 
hours to subsidel Indeed, knowing how it would be in 
bed, I sat up reading till three in the morning! Then I 
made a bold venture and took before lying down thirty 
drops of Morphia! I used to get good of an exceptional 
dose of this sort. Even that couldn't put me to sleep for a 
minute; but it gave mc a aensation of rest instead of wild- 
nees; and I lay patiently till seven, when I rong for my 
breakfast. Laet night I slept tike the angels. In waking 
I had lost my identity, and was saying to myself, " It can't 
be I who ha%'e slept in this way!" 

OhI I am stopti I will finish it at night. I am ao 
sorry. 

LETTEK 2Q3 

To T. Carlyle, The Gill, Annan. 

Cli«b«a, 3 AuEuat, 1865. 

Dearest— What belated your letter that it didn't ar- 
rive till the two o'clock post— after I was gone out? Get- 
ting no news in the morning, and being up to the eyes in 
the Books, I felt justified in passing a day, on the pretext 
of not being quilc sure of your whcn-about. 

I must now be concise and to the purpose, the day 
being too short for all the affairs I have on hand. First, 
of my sleep: I really begin to sleep like a human being! 
If this would last a week or two, my arm would be cured, 
and evea my hand. Already the pain is so much dimio- 
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ished that I don't dream of it in my elecpl And I can do a 
lot of things with my himd; can put on my stockingsl 
can Uft ft spoon to my inouthl can tie on my bonnet, etc., 
etc. Oh, the relief of this comparative ease, after five 
months of constant wearing pain and helplessness! 

Mrs, Forster has l)een ill in the same sort of way, only 
her pain has lieen more general and more diluted and 
sooner o%-cr. Poor dear Fua himself had a violent attack 
of British Cholera Uitely, and is at present in great misery 
with some new cold caught in his face. I saw him yester- 
day, by liis own recjucst, stretched among pillows on the 
Mfa of his Librar)', bemoaning himself in his usual ob- 
streperous way, and with palpable reason, — his face was 
swelled and discoloured frightfully, an abacess forming in 
the check, his Wife said. He himself said he " was dying, — 
cot a doubt of iti" But he was far too impatient and 
unreasonable for being arrived at that stage. . . . 
Yours affectionately, 

Janb Carltlb. 

LETTER 264 

To T. Cariyk, Mis9 Craik's, 
73 George St.', Edinburgh. 

CbdKft, Wcdncadfty, Aug., 18SS. 
Again you have had no Letter, Dear! But, tn com- 
pensation, all the ink-spots are out of your writing-table 11 
Had it been going straight to any Literary museum, I 
shouldn't have meddled with tiie ink, which Hero-wor- 
ahii)per3 might have reganled with a certain adoratkm; 
but for your mm use I thought you would Uke it better 
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dean) It has aerrct been oleaned, that poor talde, laaee I 
used to do all the Housemaid work myselfl And it is a 
wonder of faeaveti that I should be up to such woi^ again* 
after all'; and I cannot better ezpresa my thankfulness than 
in working wlule I mayl So X fastened on that table after 
tffeakfast this morning, and rubbed at it the wlu^ time 
till the carriage came at two) Of course Jeacne could have 
waxed and turpentined the table better than I; but no 
one but me, I fiatter m^elf , could have shown the patienee 
and ingenuity necessary for extracting 8& that ink! 

You will infer that I am going on well as to my urn, 
my sleep, and all that. I have really had not one down- 
ri^t bad night once I came hinne,— except the first The 
pain is abnost entirely gone out of my arm and hand. But 
the sUfTnees continues, — and is easy to bear. I cbii use 
Bome of my fingers a little. I am now writing with the 
lamed hand I But I cannot take hold; nor could I ruse 
my arm to my head if it were to save my life. 

If it were not that almost everybody is "out of Town," 
I should rather regret having promised to go to Folkestone 
on Monday. But it is to be hoped the sea breezes will blow 
the dust of those Books off mel Two of the Fug Puppies 
and their amiable Mamma have been "placed at Hamp- 
stead for change of air," and only Spark and the youngest 
accompany us to Folkestone. 

Another proof of welhiess : I am going alone ! I find that 
I can now do everything in dressing, with my left hand, 
except twisting up my back hair and putting the comb in; 
and Miss Bromley's house-maid can do ttuU much for me 
in one minute. Jessie sees a great deal of cleaning needed, 
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and will get at it bettor when the regular work of the 
house u< not going on. Then, suCticieDt for tbc day is the 
running up and down thereof! Besides, she will Icam tho 
ways of London eervanta faM enough without my hasten- 
ing to initiate her therein! 

In my dearth of company, I drove out to Denmark 
Hill j'esterday to return a call old Mrs. Ruskin made hero 
in my abttencc. But I am decidedly unlucky at that 
house: Mrs. Kui«ktn and Son were changing the ^r at the 
Norwood Hotel! He writes to offer himself for Friday 
evening. 

Such a fright Dr. Cariylc's hand on the address gave 
me! — Forster is better, and off on his Inspecting. — You 
won't forget to go and see my Aunt«! And da take a cab 
and go and sec poor dear Betty! Stcnliouse, close by 
Green End: anybody can tell you which is the house. [No 
room Uft for /areiKeU.] 

J. C. 



LETTER M.'i 

To T. Catlyle, Unlathen, Dundee. 

4 Luiiihornp GardcoB, FolkMtoiM, 16 Aug., 18K6. 

Here I am. Dear, sale and slept! I arrived last even- 
ing about 7. Miss Bromley had gone for a walk with the 
girt gtaj-ing with her, and they had lost their way! So I 
had ample time to unpack all the things into my drawers 
before I was called upon to dress for dinner. 

It ia a nice house — for Sea-lodging — but I am afraid you 
would find the same fault to it as to the West Cliff Hotel, 
via.— ."an eternal ripple-tippling of Venetian blinds!" 
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Also th*-!* is a terrible euperabundanoe of— <'arwigsl They 
are found in your hair-bnishl in the book you are readingi 
ID fact, I defy you to say where they will nof 
found! 

But the "Flight of Skylarks"* is always charming to 
live beside; and the ^r of the West Cliff is understood to 
be all one could wish! i\nd " change" (Dr. Blokiston 
wTotf^ to mo the other day)"isforillooas like mine the one 
available medicine." So I suppose it is all right! Cer- 
tainly my sleeping facilities were nothing like so great 
hero last night as they were at home; nevertlieleas, in 
spite of "ripple-tippling," and too much light and the 
sense of novelty, 1 patched together sleep eoough to be 
called a goodish night. 

It is blowing hard tOKiay, with a dull grey sky, and 
Bkits of rain; so I see no prospect of "vah-rjing the 
schpne!" as there arc no carriages but open ones. 

Oh, my Dear! I could tell you something that would 
make you die of laughing, if I hadn't to dilute it in iaki 
And I was solemnly charged to "not tell Mr. Carlylel" 

Lady William told me that Mr. and Mre. X .having 

lived to the respective ages of 72 and 74, in the expression 
of the most outrageously George-Sandish opinions, had 
tried the thing in practice and found it "no go."— "Yes, 

my dear Lady! Mr. X , sad to say, has committed ou 

—infidelity! And poor Mrs. X , so far from agreeing 

that a grand passion is omnipotent, and showing the gen- 
crodty of Jaques, has fallen ill about it, and had to go off 
to the Continent (Paris) for her healUil" . . , 

•HiM Bromlej'. 
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"An intimation reached me ypetcrdsy that poor Gen- 
eral Veitch (Hamilton Veitch) had died in India. He bad 
gone out again for "just one year, to settle his affairs." 

Yours ever, 

J. W. 0. 

LETTER 26« 

To Mrs. RumU, Hdm Hill. 

ChetMW, le Ootaber, 1MB: 
Well, Dear, are you home again? And have you 
found the Dear Doctor all right? Not brokea in health or 
epirUa hy being left to his own shifts and the "mercy of 
servants" for a few days! I heard of him in your absence 
as Dot only dive and " looking well," but as " remarkably 
agreeable I" 

Depend upon it we are not so indispensable to tliese 
men of ours as we arc apt to flatter oursclvesi Any one 
would have sworn beforehand that my Husband could not 
have survived six months of housekeeping on his own 
basis, bcitij; as my Scotch Helen said of him, "one that 
could do nettling i' the worV for himsel', and had no turn 
for takin' up wi" itiier women!"' but he did, and 5ur\'ived 
it vciy wcti, tool doing his own work all tlic while, without 
a day wasted in conjugal regrets! — You might have done 
as I wanted you to do in Summer, and taken the holiday 
I had schemed out for you, and found the Doctor on 
your return nothing worse than very gfad to get you 
backl 

It was from Mrs. Ewart I heard of your being in Glas- 
gow. Such a long, nice Letter she sent me! How any- 
Toc n.-ia 



338 New Letters and Memorids of 

body can keep up saoh a spirit at eighty exceeds my com- 
prehen^tHi! 

. . . What ia to become of me for a Doctor when 
next I need one? I was so satisfied with Herbert Bamca 
last Winter, when I had conquered my prejudices against 
having a Dr. under thirty, who wore a glass in his eye! 
He treated me most skilfully; and was so gentlemanly and 
kindi and I had been quite at case as to what I tshould do 
next time. I was saying to Mrs. Warren one night what a 
comfort Oiai was; and went down stairs after to receive 
the Rector's Wife, who looked anxious and flurried, and 
bit by bit told me the astounding fact that Herbert Barnes 
was dead! He had become a great favorite with his Fa- 
ther's patients, and is much lamented. The poor old 
Father took the news like a child: crying one minute, and 
forgetting the next! I know of no oUier Doctor in Chelsea 
that I would trust myself or any belonging (o me to, with- 
out a shudder! tho' there are some scores of thcml And 
Dr. Quain is at such a distance; besides the deli&tq/ about 
sending for him, when ho absolutely refuses his fee! Cleariy 
I ought to take no business in hand tjll I have made a 
chcMcc: for illness may come and the want make itaelf felt 
when I am powerless to supply it. 

In the meantime, I go on famously without doctoring, 
even of my own! The wonderful improvement on my 
sleep has continued, and the cessation of all pains in my 
■nn and hand has contmued. There is still stiffness 
enough; but that, too, wears off by degrees, and has al- 
ready ceased to be much of an inconvenience. 

I have just made myself a bonnet! black silk and 
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cnninc and little feathers! Indwd I cam put the hemd to 
anjihing needed; only I ean't raise it to the crown of my 
head. In the Winter weather I supposo it will make itfielf 
felt agfun, that "gout," or whatever it was; but there is s 
good old proverb, "afraid of the day one is never to aee!" 
I don't do that much. . . . 

Lady Asliburton is still at Vevay; detained there by 
an accident which nearly cost her her life, and did cost her 
a dislocated shoulder. A carringc drawn by mules, in 
which she was crossing the Alps, got overturned on the 
brink of a precipice! Slic hud to travel eight miles in 
agony, before it could be got sef; and then it waa ill set 
and had to be all done over again. She talks of wintering 
alHoad, which will be a great loss to mc. 

Jessie is well, and continues to be an active and punctual 
servant. Mr. C. is immensely pleased with her; and has 
reason to be. 1 think she must have her Mother's prefer- 
ence for the nude sex; for she never exhibits any ill-temper 
with Mr. C; but is ready lo fly at his word. Porlmps one 
reason why she is better for Aim than for the rest of us, is 
that he never pays the slightest regard to a servant's 
humours; remains sublimely unconscious of them, so IcHig 
as he gets his bidding done! She hai> had the yoimg man 
that neighboured licr at Closebum Manse to visit her; in- 
deed is not at all so ill off for visitors as she led me to ex- 
pect. With Mrs. Warren she seems to fight less than at 
Erst; but still they are by no means cordial. . . . 

Eindest love to the Doctor. 

Your e%'ei^a{fectionate 

Jane Carltlb. 
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LETTER 2«7 

To Mrs. Braid, Green End, Edinbnrgh'. 

ChdM*. '27 Oct., 1865.' 
My darling Betty— ... I was much amused by 
your account of the viEdt Trom Aooe and Grace. It vas 
full late, I think! Grace wrote to me after having seen 
you, taking credit to herself for the "great effort!" and 
telling mc particulars of very old date now, as if I had 
been kept in ignorance about you till it pleased than to 
pve mc your news. I replied that "I was obliged to them 
for their details, but that these had been nil commuuicated 
to me at the time by Mr. Erskinc of Linlathen, who had 
a great reiipect and regard (or Betty, and had gone to see 
her and sympathise with her on the first opportunity." 
And that you yourself, under whatever difficulties of sor- 
row or weakness, never neglected me — as they didt 

They never alluded to the subject of Jackie Wcldi'^ 
money in that last Letter. A long time ago, Elisabeth 
wrote siiggesting that / should write to John Ferme about 
MX I answered that "consiUcring the Bmallnees of the 
gain to each of us when divided, I didn't sec it was worth 
showing oneself anxious and greedy about it!" Poor 
Jackie! she is a loss to met Beaiiles ha^nng a sincere re- 
gard for me, naturally, since I was the only one of her 
Father's name that recognised her existence, she used to 
keep me up with all the affairs of Haddington. And dull, 
gossipping, low-minded place as it has become {if indeed 
it ever was otherwise), I was always interested to hear 

*8m ontf, p. 140a. 
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who had died, or been married, or been bom in itl Nov 
I am quite cut off from it; especially «noe the loss of poor 
General Veitch (Hamilton, the youngest and beat Veitch), 
who waa always, when not in India, flying between Loodoa 
and EoBt Lothian like a weaver's shuttle) 

I continue free of my neuralgia, tho' the wet weather 
wc have liad is very trying for that sort of illness. My 
arm and hand arc still stiff; but I don't mind thai when 
the pain is gone; and I can do mostly everything for my- 
mU that I need to do,— and even some things that needn't 
be done by royaclf I For instance, I made myself a beauti- 
ful bonnet the other day II.,, 

God bless you, dearest Betty. My kind remembrance 
to your Husband. 

Ever affectionately yours, 

Janb Welsh Cabltu. 



LETTER 3«S 

To Mrs. Braid, Green End, Edinburgh'. 

ChelKft, 28 December, ISM. 

My own dear Woman— I have been looking forward to 
writing you a nice, long comfortable Letter for your New- 
year's Day I How many of tbcm have wo aeon together 
on this earth, you and II glad Nevycor's Days, and sad 
Newyear's Days! Oh, bo verj* sad some that we have seen! 
But the wonder to me is, that for all the sufferings I have 
gone thro', of one sort and another, I am still in the upper 
light, with my heart unchanged in its old affections, — 
especially its affection for jfcu, my " Haddington Bettyl'* 
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But T was beginning to itay that I would not put ofF my 
Letter to you unlit the post boforo Newycar's Day, in case 
the last day should find me unable to sit up. I am taking 
what my little Cousins used to call "a heavy cold !" I don't 
koow when I caught it, nor how ; it has been hanging about 
me, making me feel all " no-how " for dft>'8 hack. To-night 
my throat is sore and I am sick, and shall most likely be 
"worse before I am bettor." Don't be uneasy about met 
Colds are not the formidable things for me that they used 
to be, when I couldn't cough a doxen times toigethcr with- 
out my dear Mother eetting me down for far gone in con- 
sumption! The only inference to be drawn from my pres- 
ent discomfort is that nothing that ran be done to-day 
should be put off tilt to-morrow. 

One shouldn't, however, talk lightly of consumption in 
OUT family! Ob, t8 it not sad, the last surviving Welsh 
whom one looked to for continuing my Father's name and 
blood, is going the way of aU my Uncle Robert's familyl 
He relumed from his last voyage, coughing, emaciated, — 
with all the symptoms of the disease that carried ofl his 
four Sisters! He was in a lodging at Liverpool when my 
Aunts wrote to me about him. His Mother, "Mrs. Rob- 
ert," is very deaf, and does not see well, and said, "If she 
went to him she would be no help!" . . . Fancy 
yourself in Iter place! I think if you had been stone-deaf, 
and stone-blind, you wouldn't have kept away from George, 
had you known of him Uangerously ill — in a lodging — at 
no greater distance than from Hull to Liverpool. . , . 
I am very sorry about the poor young man, altho' I never 
saw him with my eyes. But I have heard of him from 
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John Welsh (George's Son), who di«I, and whost! opinion 
was to be rplied on, as being more like my Uncle Robert 
than (iny of the others, and a most upright and industrious 
treature, who was very little cared (or by the rest, — bo- 
cause be was less pretentious. 

I had a visit lately from Agnes ^'eitch of HawthorD 
Bank (Iklrs. Thomas Graham). She is such a queer, little 
old, white-haired, fair}' grown! but as fond of me as when 
we were playfellows at home! I felt ashamed of myself 
that I couldn't feel so glad over lier m abe seemed to be 
over me! I felt to have gone so far, far away from her, 
into chores of thought and action so different from the 
narrow, monotonous sphere iu which she had lived and 
turned grey! But I tried to not show that she rather 
wearied mel that at least I owed to her loving regards. By 
Way of being \-cry kind indeed, I took her home, to a part 
of the Town, after dork, in my Brougham, the day she 
dined here; and this act of amiability eost me no end of 
vexation. For, on my way home, a drunk or mad carter 
drove aijainst niy beautiful black marc and buret her 
hameBS and bruised her foot, so that she was in the hands 
of the Veterinary Suiigeon for three weeks and couldn't be 
put to any use. 

So Kir. Carlyle has settled to go to Edinburgh to de- 
hver that " Address " cxpi'cted of him, in the last week of 
March. If (he weather happened to be remarkably mild, 
and if I happened to be remarkably welt, I should like to 
go with him, — and possibly may. Tho' my Aimts have 
g^ven me no invitation, I should he at no kws for good 
quarters and the wannest n'elcome! But of all the invi- 
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UitioDs we have, wc are likely,— and have indeed engaged, 
— to accept the one that came first— hom the Marchioness 
of Lothian at Newbattle Abbey. They are nice people, 
and live very quieUy, — the poor young Marqius being 
paralysed in his lower Ihnbs. They are in London now 
consulting Doctors. 

I had to stop in the last sheet, I was so sick. It is two 
days Bincc then; and meanwhile my cold tuu; reached its 
climax, and I expect to be in what poor Jackie Welsh used 
to call my "frail ordinar," before the New Year acts in. I 
b^ to be your "First-foot" in the shape of a postK>ffioe 
order for a sovereign. Ah, my Dear, if I could but give 
>'ou a kitis along with it! 

Kind regards to your Uusbaod. 

Your own 

JSANNIB WeUB. 
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BsllaulyiKs', 1. 13; on Jam«a ^H 


^^^^H bin unciTtainiy, 1. 103. 113. 


JohDatone, 1. 18: married, i*^^^| 


^^^^H 13-t, 174; liU intirrcounc with 


16: at worit oa the - Dldaotta^^^H 
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23; (ttflyniarrltdUteHlCTalg- ^H 
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Sir George Slnetalr. 11 239; a ■ 


^^^^H lib friend*. 11. 14: a prowpeo- 
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^^^^H thi! Oftrljrlca' finl liome, f. 16. 


Dclane. Mr..odItoror7YiniM.ll. 115 H 
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^^M Ijrlft rcvlsltlDgt. i 41 


Dlioii, Kr&uk, and Hn. Ovru- ^| 
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J'VvtKAAmifiitfM.OulyleatwoTk ^^^| 


£«plnaMc, Mr, 1 117; « tetter to 


on,l.80:ditponloriliQM8., ^^H 
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